
Poems for 5-8 year olds 
 
 
Doctor Foster 
 
Doctor Foster went to Glo'ster,  
 
In a shower of rain;  
 
He stepped in a puddle right up to his middle,  
 
And never went there again.  
 
 
 
 
Peas and Honey 
 
I eat my peas with honey,  
 
I've done it all my life.  
 
It makes the peas taste funny,  
 
But it keeps them on my knife.  
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Poems for 9-11 year olds 
 

 

Bed In Summer 

In winter I get up at night 

And dress by yellow candle-light. 

In summer quite the other way, 

I have to go to bed by day. 

I have to go to bed and see 

The birds still hopping on the tree, 

Or hear the grown-up people’s feet 

Still going past me in the street. 

And does it not seem hard to you, 

When all the sky is clear and blue, 

And I should like so much to play, 

To have to go to bed by day? 

-Robert Louis Stevenson 

 
 
Daisies 
by Evaleen Stein 

At evening when I go to bed 
I see the stars shine overhead; 
They are the little daisies white 
That dot the meadow of the Night. 

And often while I'm dreaming so, 
Across the sky the Moon will go; 
It is a lady, sweet and fair, 
Who comes to gather daisies there. 

For, when at morning I arise, 
There's not a star left in the skies; 
She's picked them all and dropped them down 
Into the meadows of the town. 



 
 

 
Poems for 12-15 year olds 

 
 

Daybreak 
by Henry W. Longfellow 

A wind came up out of the sea, 
And said, "O mists, make room for me." 

It hailed the ships, and cried, "Sail on, 
Ye mariners, the night is gone." 

And hurried landward far away, 
Crying, "Awake! it is the day." 

It said unto the forest, "Shout! 
Hang all your leafy banners out!" 

It touched the wood-bird's folded wing, 
And said, "O bird, awake and sing." 

And o'er the farms, "O Chanticleer, 
Your clarion blow; the day is near." 

It whispered to the fields of corn, 
"Bow down, and hail the coming morn." 

It shouted through the belfry tower, 
"Awake, O bell! proclaim the hour." 

It crossed the churchyard with a sigh, 
And said, "Not yet! in quiet lie." 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
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! 

 


