
THE DISOBEDIENT MOUSE	
!
SAD is the tale I have to tell, 
Of what a little mouse befell. 
“My darling child,"His mother said, 
"There are two things that you must dread. 
!
One is the monster called a cat; 
And one a trap. Ne'er go near that, 
No matter how the cheese may smell: 
You'll rue the day. Mark my words well." 
!
And mousey listened to her say. 
Had he but heeded! Well-a-day! 
That very night he smelled some cheese. 
Quoth he, "What odors sweet are these? 

!
I'll go and see: perchance the cook 
Has dropped a bit. Here's for a look!" 
Alas! alas! dear children all, 
He disobeyed. Be-hold his fall. 
!
He saw the trap, with bits of cheese. 
"I'll only take just one of these,— 
A single one, not an-y more.” 
Click went the spring; down fell the door! 
!
How sleek looks pussy! How well fed! 
Poor mousey's mother weeps in bed. 
!
!
!
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"There are two things that you must dread. !
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And one a trap. Ne'er go near that, 
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And mousey listened to her say. 
Had he but heeded! Well-a-day! 
That very night he smelled some cheese. 
Quoth he, "What odors sweet are these? 
!
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I'll go and see: per-chance the cook 
Has dropped a bit. Here's for a look!" 
A-las! a-las! dear children all, 
He disobeyed. Be-hold his fall. 
!
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!
He saw the trap, with bits of cheese. 
"I'll only take just one of these,— 
A single one, not an-y more.” 
Click went the spring; down fell the door! 
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How sleek looks puss-y! How well fed! 
Poor mousey's mother weeps in bed. 
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!
PIRATE STORY	!

Three of us afloat in the meadow by the swing, 
Three of us aboard in the basket on the lea. 
Winds are in the air, they are blowing in the spring, 
And waves are on the meadow like the waves there are at sea. 
!
Where shall we adventure, to-day that we're afloat, 
Wary of the weather and steering by a star? 
Shall it be to Africa, a-steering of the boat, 
To Providence, or Babylon, or off to Malabar? 
!!
Hi! but here's a squadron a-rowing on the sea— 
Cattle on the meadow a-charging with a roar! 
Quick, and we'll escape them, they're as mad as they can be, 
The wicket is the harbour and the garden is the shore. 
!
!
!
!
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Where shall we adventure, to-day that we're afloat, 
Wary of the weather and steering by a star? 
Shall it be to Africa, a-steering of the boat, 
To Providence, or Babylon, or off to Malabar? 
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Hi! but here's a squadron a-rowing on the sea— 
Cattle on the meadow a-charging with a roar! 
Quick, and we'll escape them, they're as mad as they can be, 
The wicket is the harbour and the garden is the shore. 
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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. !!!!
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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! 
!
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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. 
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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! 
!
!
!
!
!
!
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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! 
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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! 
!
!
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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! 
!
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THE LAND OF STORY-BOOKS 

!!
!
!
!
!!
Project Gutenberg's A Child's Garden of Verses, by Robert Louis Stevenson!

mercyformarthas.com�15

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. 

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. 
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The Land of Story-Books 
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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. 
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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. 
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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. 
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ !
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ !
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ !
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ !
!

mercyformarthas.com�17

http://mercyformarthas.com


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. 
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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. 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL 
by G.K.Chesterton  

!
!
The Christ-child lay on Mary's lap, 
His hair was like a light. 
(O weary, weary were the world, 
But here is all aright.) 
!
The Christ-child lay on Mary's breast 
His hair was like a star. 
(O stern and cunning are the kings, 
But here the true hearts are.)  
!
The Christ-child lay on Mary's heart, 
His hair was like a fire. 
(O weary, weary is the world, 
But here the world's desire.) 
!
The Christ-child stood on Mary's knee, 
His hair was like a crown, 
And all the flowers looked up at Him, 
And all the stars looked down.  
!
!
!
!
!
!
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A Christmas Carol 
!
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The Christ-child lay on Mary's heart, 
His hair was like a fire. 
(O weary, weary is the world, 
But here the world's desire.) 
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The Christ-child stood on Mary's knee, 
His hair was like a crown, 
And all the flowers looked up at Him, 
And all the stars looked down.  
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SOMETHING TOLD THE WILD GEESE 
by Rachel Field 

!
!!!!!!!!
Something told the wild geese 
It was time to go, 
Though the fields lay golden 
Something whispered, "snow." 
!
Leaves were green and stirring, 
Berries, luster-glossed, 
But beneath warm feathers 
Something cautioned, "frost." 
!
All the sagging orchards 
Steamed with amber spice, 
But each wild breast stiffened 
At remembered ice. 
!
Something told the wild geese 
It was time to fly, 
Summer sun was on their wings, 
Winter in their cry. 
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Something Told the Wild Geese 
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All the sagging orchards 
Steamed with amber spice, 
But each wild breast stiffened 
At remembered ice. 
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Something told the wild geese 
It was time to fly, 
Summer sun was on their wings, 
Winter in their cry. 
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THE PANTHER 
by Ogden Nash 

 

!
!
!

The panther is like a leopard,!
Except it hasn't been peppered.!

Should you behold a panther crouch,!
Prepare to say Ouch.!

Better yet, if called by a panther,!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
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!
The Panther!

!
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____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ !
!

The panther is like a leopard,!
Except it hasn't been peppered.!

Should you behold a panther crouch,!
Prepare to say Ouch.!

Better yet, if called by a panther,!
!
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
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!
Three Limericks by Edward Lear 

!

!
There was a Young Lady, whose Nose 

Continually prospers and grows; 
When it grew out of sight, 

She exclaimed with a fright, 
“Oh! Farewell to the end of my Nose!” 
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There was a Young Lady of Norway 
Who casually sat in a doorway; 

When the door squeezed her flat, 
She exclaimed, “What of that?” 

This courageous Young Lady of Norway 
!
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There was a Young Lady of Niger 

Who smiled as she rode on a tiger; 
They returned from the ride 

With the lady inside, 
And the smile on the face of the tiger. 

!
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