
 

 
Kindergarten 

 
Rain 

By Robert Louis Stevenson (ALL ARE) 
 

The rain is raining all around, 
It falls on field and tree, 

It rains on the umbrellas here, 
And on the ships at sea. 

 
 

Bed in Summer 
 

In winter I get up at night  
And dress by yellow candle-light.  
In summer quite the other way,  

I have to go to bed by day.  
 

I have to go to bed and see  
The birds still hopping on the tree,  
Or hear the grown-up people's feet  

Still going past me in the street.  
 

And does it not seem hard to you,  
When all the sky is clear and blue,  
And I should like so much to play,  

To have to go to bed by day? 
 
 

The Cow 
 

The friendly cow all red and white,  
I love with all my heart:  

She gives me cream with all her might,  
To eat with apple-tart.  

 
She wanders lowing here and there,  

And yet she cannot stray,  
All in the pleasant open air,  
The pleasant light of day;  

 
And blown by all the winds that pass  

And wet with all the showers,  
She walks among the meadow grass  

And eats the meadow flowers. 
 

 
The Moon 

 
The moon has a face like the clock in the hall;  
She shines on thieves on the garden wall,  
On streets and fields and harbour quays,  

And birdies asleep in the forks of the trees.  
 

The squalling cat and the squeaking mouse, 
The howling dog by the door of the house,  

The bat that lies in bed at noon,  
All love to be out by the light of the moon.  

 
But all of the things that belong to the day  

Cuddle to sleep to be out of her way;  
And flowers and children close their eyes  
Till up in the morning the sun shall arise. 

 
 

At the Sea-side 
 

WHEN I was down beside the sea 
A wooden spade they gave to me 

To dig the sandy shore. 

My holes were empty like a cup. 
In every hole the sea came up, 

Till it could come no more. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

My Shadow 
 

I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me, 
And what can be the use of him is more than I can see. 
He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head; 

And I see him jump before me, when I jump into my bed. 
 

The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to grow- 
Not at all like proper children, which is always very slow; 

For he sometimes shoots up taller like an india-rubber 
ball, 

And he sometimes gets so little that there's none of him 
at all. 

 
He hasn't got a notion of how children ought to play, 
And can only make a fool of me in every sort of way. 

He stays so close beside me, he's a coward you can see; 
I'd think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks to 

me! 
 

One morning, very early, before the sun was up, 
I rose and found the shining dew on every buttercup; 
But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant sleepy-head, 
Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in 

bed. 
  

 
  
 

The Little Turtle 
By Vashel Lindsay 

 
There was a little turtle. 

He lived in a box. 
He swam in a puddle. 

He climbed on the rocks. 
 

He snapped at a mosquito. 
He snapped at a flea. 

He snapped at a minnow. 
And he snapped at me. 

 
He caught the mosquito. 

He caught the flea. 
He caught the minnow. 
But he didn't catch me. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

First Grade 
 

Windy Nights 
by Robert Louis Stevenson (Most are) 

 
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. 

 
 

The Wind 
 

I saw you toss the kites on high  
And blow the birds about the sky;  
And all around I heard you pass,  

Like ladies' skirts across the grass--  
                  O wind, a-blowing all day long,  

                  O wind, that sings so loud a song!  
 

I saw the different things you did,  
But always you yourself you hid.  
I felt you push, I heard you call,  
I could not see yourself at all--  

                 O wind, a-blowing all day long,  
                 O wind, that sings so loud a song!  

 
O you that are so strong and cold,  
O blower, are you young or old?  
Are you a beast of field and tree,  
Or just a stronger child than me?  

                O wind, a-blowing all day long,  
                O wind, that sings so loud a song!  

 
 
 
 

 

Foreign Lands 
 

Up into the cherry tree  
Who should climb but little me?  

I held the trunk with both my hands  
And looked abroad in foreign lands.  

 
I saw the next door garden lie,  

Adorned with flowers, before my eye,  
And many pleasant places more  

That I had never seen before.  
 

I saw the dimpling river pass  
And be the sky's blue looking-glass;  

The dusty roads go up and down  
With people tramping in to town.  

 
If I could find a higher tree  

Farther and farther I should see,  
To where the grown-up river slips  

Into the sea among the ships,  
 

To where the road on either hand  
Lead onward into fairy land,  

Where all the children dine at five,  
And all the playthings come alive. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

Where Go the Boats? 
 

Dark brown is the river, 
Golden is the sand. 

It flows along for ever, 
With trees on either hand. 

 
Green leaves a-floating, 

Castles of the foam, 
Boats of mine a-boating -  

Where will all come home? 
 

On goes the river 
And out past the mill, 
Away down the valley, 

Away down the hill. 
 

Away down the river, 
A hundred miles or more, 

Other little children 
Shall bring my boats ashore. 

 
 

The Land of Counterpane 
 

When I was sick and lay a-bed,  
I had two pillows at my head,  
And all my toys beside me lay,  
To keep me happy all the day.  

 
And sometimes for an hour or so  
I watched my leaden soldiers go,  

With different uniforms and drills,  
Among the bed-clothes, through the hills;  

 
And sometimes sent my ships in fleets  

All up and down among the sheets;  
Or brought my trees and houses out,  

And planted cities all about.  
 

I was the giant great and still  
That sits upon the pillow-hill,  

And sees before him, dale and plain,  
The pleasant land of counterpane. 

 

The Swing 
 

How do you like to go up in a swing,  
             Up in the air so blue?  

Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing  
             Ever a child can do!  

 
Up in the air and over the wall,  
             Till I can see so wide,  

River and trees and cattle and all  
             Over the countryside--  

 
Till I look down on the garden green,  
              Down on the roof so brown--  

Up in the air I go flying again,  
              Up in the air and down! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 



 

Second Grade 
 
 

The Owl and the Pussycat 
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. 
 

'Dear pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling 
    Your ring?' Said the Piggy, 'I will.' 

So they took it away, and were married next day 
    By the Turkey who lives on the hill. 

They dined on mince, and slices of quince, 
    Which they ate with a runcible spoon; 

And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand, 
    They danced by the light of the moon, 

          The moon, 
          The moon, 

They danced by the light of the moon. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening 
BY ROBERT FROST 

 
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. 

 
 

Psalm 100 
 

Cry out with joy to the Lord, all the earth. 
Serve the Lord with gladness. 

Come before him, singing for joy. 
Know that he, the Lord, is God. 
He made us, we belong to him. 

We are his people, the sheep of his flock. 
Go within his gates, giving thanks. 

Enter his temple with songs of praise. 
Give thanks to him and bless his name. 

Indeed, how good is the Lord, eternal his 
merciful love. 

He is faithful from age to age. 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 

The Duel 
By Eugene Field 

 
 

The gingham dog and the calico cat 
Side by side on the table sat; 

'T was half-past twelve, and (what do you think!) 
Nor one nor t' other had slept a wink! 

      The old Dutch clock and the Chinese plate 
      Appeared to know as sure as fate 
There was going to be a terrible spat. 
            (I was n't there; I simply state 

            What was told to me by the Chinese 
plate!) 

 
The gingham dog went "Bow-wow-wow!" 

And the calico cat replied "Mee-ow!" 
The air was littered, an hour or so, 

With bits of gingham and calico, 
      While the old Dutch clock in the 

chimney-place 
      Up with its hands before its face, 
For it always dreaded a family row! 

            (Now mind: I 'm only telling you 
            What the old Dutch clock declares is 

true!) 
 

The Chinese plate looked very blue, 
And wailed, "Oh, dear! what shall we do!" 

But the gingham dog and the calico cat 
Wallowed this way and tumbled that, 
      Employing every tooth and claw 

      In the awfullest way you ever saw--- 
And, oh! how the gingham and calico flew! 

            (Don't fancy I exaggerate--- 
            I got my news from the Chinese plate!) 

 
Next morning, where the two had sat 

They found no trace of dog or cat; 
And some folks think unto this day 
That burglars stole that pair away! 

      But the truth about the cat and pup 
      Is this: they ate each other up! 

Now what do you really think of that! 
            (The old Dutch clock it told me so, 
            And that is how I came to know.) 

 

The Land of Story-books 
  by Robert Louis Stevenson  

 
At evening when the lamp is lit, 
Around the fire my parents sit; 

They sit at home and talk and sing, 
And do not play at anything. 

 
Now, with my little gun, I crawl 
All in the dark along the wall, 

And follow round the forest track 
Away behind the sofa back. 

 
There, in the night, where none can spy, 

All in my hunter's camp I lie, 
And play at books that I have read 

Till it is time to go to bed. 
 

These are the hills, these are the woods, 
These are my starry solitudes; 

And there the river by whose brink 
The roaring lions come to drink. 

 
I see the others far away 

As if in firelit camp they lay, 
And I, like to an Indian scout, 

Around their party prowled about. 
 

So, when my nurse comes in for me, 
Home I return across the sea, 

And go to bed with backward looks 
At my dear land of Story-books. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

The Song of Mr Toad  
by Kenneth Grahame 

 
The world has held great Heroes, 
As history-books have showed; 

But never a name to go down to fame 
Compared with that of Toad 

 
The clever men at Oxford 

Know all that there is to be knowed. 
But they none of them knew one half as much 

As intelligent Mr Toad! 
 

The animals sat in the Ark and cried, 
Their tears in torrents flowed. 

Who was it said, “There’s land ahead?” 
Encouraging Mr Toad! 

 
The Army all saluted 

As they marched along the road. 
Was it the King? Or Kitchener? 

No. It was Mr Toad! 
 

The Queen and her Ladies-in-waiting 
Sat at the window and sewed. 

She cried, “Look! who’s that handsome man?” 
They answered, “Mr Toad.” 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 


