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“The Jumblies”
by:  Edward Lear 

They went to sea in a sieve, they did; 
In a sieve they went to sea: 

In spite of all their friends could say, 
On a winter’s morn, on a stormy day, 

In a sieve they went to sea. 
And when the sieve turned round and round, 
And every one cried, “You’ll all be drowned!” 

They called aloud, “Our sieve ain’t big; 
But we don’t care a button, we don’t care a fig: 

In a sieve we’ll go to sea!” 
Far and few, far and few, 

Are the lands where the Jumblies live: 
Their heads are green, and their hands are blue 

And they went to sea in a sieve. 
They sailed away in a sieve, they did, 

In a sieve they sailed so fast, 
With only a beautiful pea-green veil 
Tied with a ribbon, by way of a sail, 

To a small tobacco-pipe mast. 
And every one said who saw them go, 

“Oh! won’t they be soon upset, you know? 
For the sky is dark, and the voyage is long; 

And, happen what may, it’s extremely wrong 
In a sieve to sail so fast.” 
Far and few, far and few, 

Are the lands where the Jumblies live: 
Their heads are green, and their hands are blue 

And they went to sea in a sieve. 
The water it soon came in, it did; 

The water it soon came in: 
So, to keep them dry, they wrapped their feet 

In a pinky paper all folded neat; 
And they fastened it down with a pin. 

And they passed the night in a crockery-jar; 
And each of them said, “How wise we are! 

Though the sky be dark, and the voyage be long, 
Yet we never can think we were rash or wrong, 



While round in our sieve we spin.” 
Far and few, far and few, 

Are the lands where the Jumblies live: 
Their heads are green, and their hands are blue 

And they went to sea in a sieve. 
And all night long they sailed away; 

And when the sun went down, 
They whistled and warbled a moony song 
To the echoing sound of a coppery gong, 
In the shade of the mountains brown.” 

O Timballoo! How happy we are 
When we live in a sieve and a crockery-jar! 
And all night long, in the moonlight pale, 

We sail away with a pea-green sail 
In the shade of the mountains brown 

Far and few, far and few, 
Are the lands where the Jumblies live: 

Their heads are green, and their hands are blue 
And they went to sea in a sieve. 

They sailed to the Western Sea, they did,— 
To a land all covered with trees: 

And they bought an owl, and a useful cart, 
And a pound of rice, and a cranberry-tart, 

And a hive of silvery bees; 
And they bought a pig, and some green jackdaws, 

And a lovely monkey with lollipop paws, 
And forty bottles of ring-bo-ree, 

And no end of Stilton cheese.
Far and few, far and few, 

Are the lands where the Jumblies live: 
Their heads are green, and their hands are blue 

And they went to sea in a sieve. 
And in twenty years they all came back,— 

In twenty years or more; 
And every one said, “How tall they’ve grown! 

For they’ve been to the Lakes, and the Torrible Zone, 
And the hills of the Chankly Bore. 

“And they drank their health, and gave them a feast 
Of dumplings made of beautiful yeast; 

And every one said, “If we only live, 
We, too, will go to sea in a sieve, 
To the hills of the Chankly Bore. 

Far and few, far and few, 
Are the lands where the Jumblies live: 

Their heads are green, and their hands are blue 
And they went to sea in a sieve. 



 “The Pied Piper of Hamelin”
by: Robert Browning

    By famous Hanover city; 
      The river Weser, deep and wide, 

      Washes its wall on the southern side; 
      A pleasanter spot you never spied; 

    But, when begins my ditty, 
      Almost five hundred years ago, 
      To see the townsfolk suffer so 

        From vermin, was a pity. 
      Rats! 

    They fought the dogs and killed the cats, 
      And bit the babies in the cradles, 

      And ate the cheeses out of the vats. 
      And licked the soup from the cook’s own ladles, 

    Split open the kegs of salted sprats, 
    Made nests inside men’s Sunday hats, 
    And even spoiled the women’s chats, 

      By drowning their speaking 
      With shrieking and squeaking 

    In fifty different sharps and flats. 
    At last the people in a body 

        To the Town Hall came flocking: 
    “Tis clear,” cried they, “our Mayor’s a noddy; 

        And as for our Corporation—shocking 
    To think we buy gowns lined with ermine 

    For dolts that can’t or won’t determine 
    What’s best to rid us of our vermin! 

    You hope, because you’re old and obese, 
    To find in the furry civic robe ease? 

    Rouse up, sirs! Give your brains a racking 
    To find the remedy we’re lacking, 

    Or, sure as fate, we’ll send you packing!” 
    At this the Mayor and Corporation 

    Quaked with a mighty consternation.



“Your World”
by: Georgia Douglas Johnson

Your world is as big as you make it. 
I know, for I used to abide 

In the narrowest nest in a corner,
My wings pressing close to my side. 

 
But I sighted the distant horizon 

Where the skyline encircled the sea
And I throbbed with a burning desire 

To travel this immensity. 
 

I battered the cordons around me 
And cradled my wings on the breeze,

Then soared to the uttermost reaches 
With rapture, with power, with ease! 



“Fireflies”
by: Paul Fleischman

Light    Light 

    is the ink we use 

Night    Night
 

is our parchment 

    We’re 

    fireflies 

fireflies    flickering 

flitting
 

    flashing
 

fireflies 

glimmering   fireflies
 

    gleaming 

glowing 

Insect calligraphers  Insect calligraphers
 

practicing penmanship 

    copying sentences 

Six-legged scribblers  Six-legged scribblers 

of vanishing messages, 

    fleeting graffiti 

Fine artists in flight  Fine artists in flight



 
adding dabs of light

 
    bright brush strokes 

Signing the June nights  Signing the June nights 

as if they were paintings  as if they were paintings 

    We’re 

flickering   fireflies
 

fireflies    flickering 

fireflies.    fireflies. 

*Activity:
Students read Paul Fleischman’s poem “Fireflies,” determining the meaning of words

and phrases in the poem, particularly focusing on identifying his use of nonliteral language
(e.g., “light is the ink we use”) and talking about how it suggests meaning. [RL.3.4] 



“The Song Of The Jellicles”

by: T.S. Eliot

                        Jellicle Cats come out tonight,
Jellicle Cats come one come all:

The Jellicle Moon is shining bright--
Jellicles come to the Jellicle Ball.

Jellicle Cats are black and white,
Jellicle Cats are rather small;

Jellicle Cats are merry and bright,
And pleasant to hear when they caterwaul.

Jellicle Cats have cheerful faces,
Jellicle Cats have bright black eyes;

They like to practise their airs and graces
And wait for the Jellicle Moon to rise.

Jellicle Cats develop slowly,
Jellicle Cats are not too big;
Jellicle Cats are roly-poly,

They know how to dance a gavotte and a jig.
Until the Jellicle Moon appears

They make their toilette and take their repose:
Jellicles wash behind their ears,
Jellicles dry between their toes.

Jellicle Cats are white and black,
Jellicle Cats are of moderate size;
Jellicles jump like a jumping-jack,

Jellicle Cats have moonlit eyes.
They're quiet enough in the morning hours,

They're quiet enough in the afternoon,
Reserving their terpsichorean powers 

To dance by the light of the Jellicle Moon.

Jellicle Cats are black and white,
Jellicle Cats (as I said) are small;
If it happens to be a stormy night

They will practise a caper or two in the hall.
If it happens the sun is shining bright

You would say they had nothing to do at all:
They are resting and saving themselves to be right

For the Jellicle Moon and the Jellicle Ball.




