There was an old man of West Dumpet,
Who possessed a large nose like a
trumpet;
When he blew it aloud,
it astonished the crowd,
And was heard through the whole of
West Dumpet.

-Edward Lear

The 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

Where the bee sucks, there suck I:
In a cowslip’s bell | lie;
There | couch when owls do cry.
On the bat’s back | do fly
After summer merrily.
Merrily, merrily shall | live now
Under the blossom that hangs

on the bough.

-Shakespeare, from The Tempest

The Eagle

He clasps the crag with crooked hands;
Close to the sun in lonely lands,
Ring'd with the azure world, he stands.

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;
He watches from his mountain walls,
And like a thunderbolt he falls.

-Alfred, Lord Tennyson
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The Rose Family

The rose is a rose,

And was always a rose.

But the theory now goes
That the apple's a rose,

And the pear is, and so's
The plum, | suppose.

The dear only knows

What will next prove a rose.
You, of course, are a rose --
But were always a rose.

-Robert Frost

Caterpillar

Brown and furry

Caterpillarin a hurry,

Take your walk

To the shady leaf, or stalk,

Or what not,

Which may be the chosen spot.
No toad spyyou,

Hovering bird of prey pass by you;
Spin and die,

To live again a butterfly.

-Christia Rossetti

To A Squirrel At Kyle-Na-No

Come play with me;

Why should you run
Through the shaking tree
As though I'd a gun

To strike you dead?
When all | would do

|s to scratch your head
And let you go.

-William Butler Yeats

Side

Till it could come no more.

To dig the sandy shore.
My holes were empty like a cup.

A wooden spade they gave to me
In every hole the sea came up

When | was down beside the sea

-Robert Louis Stevenson

At the Sea
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The Vulture

The Vulture eats between his meals
And that's the reason why

He very, very rarely feels

As well as you and I.

His eye is dull, his head is bald,
His neck is growing thinner.
Oh! what a lesson for us all

To only eat at dinnerl

-Hilaire Belloc

Trees

The Oak is called the king of trees,
The Aspen quivers in the breeze,

The Poplar grows up straight and tall,
The Peach tree spreads along the wall,
The Sycamore gives pleasant shade,
The Willow droops in watery glade,
The Fir tree useful in timber gives,

The Beech amid the forest lives.

-Sarah Coleridge

At the Zoo

First | saw the white bear, then | saw the black;

Then | saw the camel with a hump upon his back;

Then | saw the grey wolf, with mutton in his maw;

Then | saw the wombat waddle in the straw;

Then | saw the elephant a-waving of his trunk;

Then | saw the monkeys-mercy, how unpleasantly they-
smelt!

-William Makepeace Thackeray
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