Be Glad Your Nose is on Your Face by Jack Prelutsky
Be glad your nose is on your face,

not pasted on some other place,

for if it were where it is not,

you might dislike your nose a lot.

Imagine if your precious nose

were sandwiched in between your toes,
that clearly would not be a treat,

for you'd be forced to smell your feet.

Your nose would be a source of dread
were it attached atop your head,

it soon would drive you to despair,
forever tickled by your hair.

Within your ear, your nose would be

an absolute catastrophe,

for when you were obliged to sneeze,
your brain would rattle from the breeze.

Your nose, instead, through thick and thin,
remains between your eyes and chin,

not pasted on some other place--

be glad your nose is on your face!

Last Night I Dreamed of Chickens by Jack Prelutsky
Last night | dreamed of chickens,

there were chickens everywhere,

they were standing on my stomach,

they were nesting in my hair,

they were pecking at my pillow,

they were hopping on my head,

they were ruffling up their feathers

as they raced about my bed.

They were on the chairs and tables,
they were on the chandeliers,

they were roosting in the corners,

they were clucking in my ears,

there were chickens, chickens, chickens
for as far as | could see...

when | woke today, | noticed

there were eggs on top of me.



Messy Room by Shel Silverstein

Whosever room this is should be ashamed!

His underwear is hanging on the lamp.

His raincoat is there in the overstuffed chair,

And the chair is becoming quite mucky and damp.
His workbook is wedged in the window,

His sweater's been thrown on the floor.

His scarf and one ski are beneath the TV,

And his pants have been carelessly hung on the door.
His books are all jammed in the closet,

His vest has been left in the hall.

A lizard named Ed is asleep in his bed,

And his smelly old sock has been stuck to the wall.
Whosever room this is should be ashamed!
Donald or Robert or Willie or--

Huh? You say it's mine? Oh, dear,

I knew it looked familiar!

Bear In There by Shel Silverstein
There's a Polar Bear

In our Frigidaire--

He likes it 'cause it's cold in there.
With his seat in the meat

And his face in the fish

And his big hairy paws

In the buttery dish,

He's nibbling the noodles,

He's munching the rice,

He's slurping the soda,

He's licking the ice.

And he lets out a roar

If you open the door.

And it gives me a scare

To know he's in there--

That Polary Bear

In our Fridgitydaire.



you bog down my belly with oodles of goo,

"Homework! Oh, Homework!"
Homework! Oh, Homework!

I hate you! You stink!

I wish I could wash you
away 1in the sink,

if only a bomb

would explode you to bits
Homework! Oh, Homework!
You're giving me fits.

I'd rather take baths
with a man-eating shark,
or wrestle lion

alone in the dark,

eat spinach and liver,
pet ten porcupines

than tackle the homework
my teacher assigns.

Jellyfish stew,
I'm loony for you,
I dearly adore you,

you're creepy to see
revolting to chew,
you slide down inside
with hullabaloo.

You're soggy, you're smelly,
you taste like shampoo,

yet I would glue noodles
and prunes to my shoe,
for one oozy spoonful
of jellyfish stew.

The New Kid On The Block p.54

Homework! Oh, Homework!
You're last on my list,
I simply can't see
why you even exist,
if you just disappeared

it would tickle me pink.

Oh, Homework!
You stink!

Homework!
I hate you!



"I Found a Four Leaf Clover"

The New Kid On The Block p.74

I found a four-leaf clover

and was happy with my find,

but with time to think it over,
I've entirely changed my mind.

I concealed it in my pocket

safe inside a paper pad,

soon, much swifter than a rocket,
my good fortune turned to bad.

smashed my fingers in a door,
drooped a dozen eggs,

slipped and tumbled to the floor,
dog nipped both my legs,

my ring slid down the bathtub drain,
my pen leaked on my shirt,

I barked my shin, I missed my train,
I sat on my dessert.
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I broke my brand-new glasses,

and I couldn't find my keys,

I stepped in spilled molasses,

and was stung by angry bees.

When the kitten ripped the curtain,
and the toast burst into flame

I was absolutely certain

that the clover was to blame.

I buried it discreetly

in the middle of a field,

now my luck has changed completely,
and my wounds have almost healed.
If I ever find another

I will simply let it be,

or I'll give it to my brother-

he deserves it more than me.

"I Am Running in a Circle" The New Kid On The Block p.18

I am running in a circle

and my feet are getting sore,
and my head is

spinning

spinning

as it's never spun before,

I am

dizzy

dizzy

dizzy.

Oh! I can not bear much more,
I am trapped in a revolving
..volving

...volving

....volving door!

"Louder Than a Clap of Thunder!"

The

New Kid On The Block p.36

Louder than a clap of thunder,
louder than an eagle screams,
louder than a dragon blunders,
or a dozen football teams,
louder than a four-alarmer,

or a rushing waterfall,

louder than a knight in armor
jumping from a ten foot wall.

Louder than an earthquake rumbles,

louder than a tidal wave,

louder than an ogre grumbles

as he stumbles through his cave,

louder than stampeding cattle,
louder than a cannons roar,

louder than a giant's rattle,

THAT'S how loud my father SNORES!






