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“Autumn”
by: Emily Dickinson

The morns are meeker than they were. 

The nuts are getting brown; 

The berry’s cheek is plumper, 

The rose is out of town. 

The maple wears a gayer scarf, 

The field a scarlet gown. 

Lest I should be old-fashioned, 

I’ll put a trinket on. 



“Who Has Seen the Wind?” 
by: Christina Rossetti

Who has seen the wind? 

Neither I nor you; 

But when the leaves hang trembling
 

The wind is passing through. 

Who has seen the wind? 

Neither you nor I; 

But when the trees bow down their heads 

The wind is passing by. 



“Afternoon on a Hill” 
by: Edna St. Vincent Millay

I will be the gladdest thing 

  Under the sun!

I will touch a hundred flowers

  And not pick one. 

I will look at cliffs and clouds 

  With quiet eyes,

Watch the wind bow down the grass,

  And the grass rise. 

And when lights begin to show 

  Up from the town,

I will mark which must be mine,

  And then start down!



“A Bat Is Born” 

by: Randall Jerrell

A bat is born 
Naked and blind and pale. 

His mother makes a pocket of her tail 
And catches him. He clings to her long fur 

By his thumbs and toes and teeth. 
And them the mother dances through the night 
Doubling and looping, soaring, somersaulting— 

Her baby hangs on underneath. 
All night, in happiness, she hunts and flies 

Her sharp cries 
Like shining needlepoints of sound 

Go out into the night and, echoing back, 
Tell her what they have touched. 

She hears how far it is, how big it is, 
Which way it’s going: 
She lives by hearing. 

The mother eats the moths and gnats she catches 
In full flight; in full flight 

The mother drinks the water of the pond 
She skims across. Her baby hangs on tight. 

Her baby drinks the milk she makes him 
In moonlight or starlight, in mid-air. 

Their single shadow, printed on the moon 
Or fluttering across the stars, 

Whirls on all night; at daybreak 
The tired mother flaps home to her rafter. 

The others are all there. 
They hang themselves up by their toes, 

They wrap themselves in their brown wings. 
Bunched upside down, they sleep in air. 
Their sharp ears, their sharp teeth, their 

 quick sharp faces 
Are dull and slow and mild. 

All the bright day, as the mother sleeps, 
She folds her wings about her sleeping child. 



“Knoxville, Tennessee” 
by: Nikki Giovanni

I always like summer 
best 

you can eat fresh corn 
from daddy’s garden 

and okra 
and greens 

and cabbage 
and lots of 
barbecue 

and buttermilk
and homemade ice-cream 

at the church picnic 
and listen to 
gospel music 

outside 
at the church 
homecoming 

and you go to the mountains 
with 

your grandmother 
and go barefooted 

and be warm 
all the time 

not only when you go to bed 
and sleep 



“Eating While Reading” 

by: Gary Soto

What is better 

Than this book 

And the churn of candy 

In your mouth, 

Or the balloon of bubble gum, 

Or the crack of sunflower seeds, 

Or the swig of soda, 

Or the twist of beef jerky, 

Or the slow slither 

Of snow cone syrup 

Running down your arms? 

What is better than 

This sweet dance 

On the tongue, 

And this book 

That pulls you in? 

It yells, “Over here!” 

And you hurry along 

With a red, sticky face. 





by: Langston Hughes



“Weather” 
by: Eve Mirriam

Dot a dot dot dot a dot dot  

Spotting the windowpane.   

Spack a spack speck flick a flack fleck  

Freckling the windowpane.   

A spatter a scatter a wet cat a clatter  

A splatter a rumble outside.   

Umbrella umbrella umbrella umbrella  

Bumbershoot barrel of rain.   

Slosh a galosh slosh a galosh  

Slither and slather a glide   

A puddle a jump a puddle a jump  

A puddle a jump puddle splosh   

A juddle a pump a luddle a dump  

A pudmuddle jump in and slide!



“Something Told the Wild Geese” 

by: Rachel Fields

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.


