
ELEPHANTS ARE DIFFERENT TO DIFFERENT PEOPLE     Carl Sandberg 

Wilson and Pilcer and Snack stood before the zoo elephant. 
 Wilson said,“ What is it name? Is it from Africa or Asia? Who feeds it? Is it a he or a she? How old is 
it? Do they have twins? How much does it costs to feed? How much does it weigh? If it dies, how 
much will another one cost? If it dies, what will the use the bones the fat and the hide for? What use 
is it besides to look at?” 
Pilcer did not have any questions; he was murmuring to himself, ”It´s a house by itself, walls and 
windows, the ears come tall cornfields, by God;, the architect of those legs was a workman, by God; 
he stands like a bridge out across deep water; the face is sad and the eyes are kind; I know elephants 
are good to babies.” 
Snack looked up and down and at last said to himself, ”He´s a tough son-of-a-gun outside and I´ll bet 
he´s strong as a copper-riveted boiler inside.” 
They did not put up any arguments. 
They didn´t throw anything in each other´s faces. 
Three men saw the elephant three ways and let it go at that. 
They didn´t spoil a sunny afternoon; 
“Sunday comes only once a week,” they told each other. 
 

 

 

Always Marry An April Girl   Ogden Nash 

Praise the spells and bless the charms, 
I found April in my arms. 
April golden, April cloudy, 
Gracious, cruel, tender, rowdy; 
April soft in flowered languor, 
April cold with sudden anger, 
Ever changing, ever true -- 
I love April, I love you.  

 
 

 

 

 

 
 

GIRL     Marc Bolan (T.Rex) 

O God 
High in your fields above earth 
Come and be real for us  
You with your mind 
Oh yes you are 
Beautifully fine 

O Girl 
Electric witch you are 
Limp in society's ditch you are 
Visually fine 
Oh yes you are 
But mentally dying 

O boy 
Just like a boat you are 
Sunk but somehow you float you do 
Mentally weak 
Oh yes you are 
But so much you speak

 

 



THE CAGED BIRD   Maya Angelou 

The free bird leaps  
on the back of the wind 
and floats downstream  
till the current ends  
and dips his wings  
in the orange sun rays  
and dares to claim the sky.   
 
But a bird that stalks  
down his narrow cage  
can seldom see through  
his bars of rage  
his wings are clipped and  
his feet are tied  
so he opens his throat to sing.  
 
The caged bird sings  
with fearful trill  
of the things unknown  
but longed for still  

and his tune is heard  
on the distant hill   
for the caged bird  
sings of freedom  
 
The free bird thinks of another  
breeze  
and the trade winds soft through the  
sighing trees  
and the fat worms waiting on a  
dawn-bright lawn  
and he names the sky his own.  
 
But a caged bird stands on the  
grave of dreams  
his shadow shouts on a nightmare  
scream  
his wings are clipped and 
his feet are tied  
so he opens his throat to sing. 

A Dream Girl    Carl Sandburg 

You will come one day in a waver of love, 
Tender as dew, impetuous as rain, 
The tan of the sun will be on your skin, 
The purr of the breeze in your murmuring 
speech, 
You will pose with a hill-flower grace. 
 
You will come, with your slim, expressive 
arms, 
A poise of the head no sculptor has caught 
And nuances spoken with shoulder and neck, 
Your face in pass-and-repass of moods 
As many as skies in delicate change 
Of cloud and blue and flimmering sun. 
 
Yet, 
You may not come, O girl of a dream, 
We may but pass as the world goes by 
And take from a look of eyes into eyes, 
A film of hope and a memoried day. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Meeting   Katherine Mansfield 

We started speaking, 
Looked at each other, then turned away. 
The tears kept rising to my eyes. 
But I could not weep. 
I wanted to take your hand 
But my hand trembled. 
You kept counting the days 
Before we should meet again. 
But both of us felt in our hearts 
That we parted for ever and ever. 
The ticking of the little clock filled the quiet 
room. 
"Listen," I said. "It is so loud, 

Like a horse galloping on a lonely road, 
As loud as a horse galloping past in the night." 
You shut me up in your arms. 
But the sound of the clock stifled our hearts' 
beating. 
You said, "I cannot go: all that is living of me 
Is here for ever and ever." 
Then you went. 
The world changed. The sound of the clock 
grew fainter, 
Dwindled away, became a minute thing. 
I whispered in the darkness. "If it stops, I shall 
die." 

 

 
 
 
THE WIND    R. L. Stevenson 
 
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! 
 
 

Who Likes the Rain?      C.D. Bates 

 “I,” said the duck. “I call it fun, 
For I have my pretty red rubbers on; 
They make a little three-toed track 
In the soft, cool mud—quack! quack!” 

“I,” cried the dandelion, “I! 
My roots are thirsty, my buds are dry,” 
And she lifted a tousled yellow head 
Out of her green and grassy bed. 

“I hope ‘twill pour! I hope ‘twill pour!” 
Purred the tree-toad at the gray bark door, 
“For, with a broad leaf for a roof, 
I am perfectly waterproof.” 

Sang the brook: “I welcome every drop, 
Come down, dear raindrops; never stop 
Until a broad river you make of me, 
And then I will carry you to the sea.” 

“I,” shouted Ted, “for I can run, 
With my high-top boots and raincoat on, 
Through every puddle and runlet and pool 
I find on the road to school.” 

 
 
 
 
 



The News    Michael Rosen 

The News  

Here is The News: 
'Two incredible shoes. 
Two incredible shoes. 
That's The News.  

When it rains 
they walk down drains.  

They glow 
in the snow.  

They grizzle 
in a drizzle.  

They sneeze 
in a breeze.  

They get warm 
in a storm.  

They go soggy 
when it's foggy.  

They've even hissed 
in a mist.  

But 
(sad to say) 
there came a terrible frost. 
This is what happened: 
they got lost.'  

That was The News. 
Two incredible shoes. 
Two incredible shoes. 
That was The News.  

 

 

 


