Almgst LanhUme

y Helen A, Moore

| could eat

a great big bunch

of chips and salsa

for my lunch,

and

top it off

with fruity punch,

and then some more chips,
CRUNCH, CRUNCH, CRUNCH!




The CGolh Sene

Five pennnies make a nickel.
Two nickels make a dime.
Two dimes and a nickel
make a quarter every fime.

F our quarters make a dollar
And that is quite a lot.

{'ll learn to count my money
So | know how much I've got.



o Many D o Nort

Thirty days hath September,

April, June, and November.

All The rest have thirty-one,

Except for February, all alone

Which has 4 and 24

Till Leap Year gives it one
day morel




Do You Like Me?

Do you lke me,
Or do you not”?
You told me once,

But [ forgot.

[ ke you skinny.

[ ke you fat.

[ lke you better
Than my cdt.

[ ke you little. N7 =)
I ke you big J {2 g
.

[ ke you better )

Than my pig.



Granny Gooding

Granny Gooding lost her footing,
fell into a pudding vat.

There was pudding on her jacket,
pudding, pudding on her hat.

There was pudding in her slippers,
pudding, pudding on her dress.
Ever since she lost her footing,

Granny Gooding's been a mess!



BOT THEN

by Aileen Fisher

A tooth fell out

and left a space

SO big my tongue
can touch my FACE!

And every time

| smile, | show
a space where some-
thing used to grow.

| miss my tooth
as you may guess,
but then-I have to

brush one less.



b Herrible Thing.

A horrible thing is coming this way,
Creeping closer day by day.

It's eyes are scary.

It's tail is hairy.

It's paws have claws.
It snaps it's jaws.

It growls. It groans.
It chews up stones.
It spreades it's wings
And does bad things.

It belches flame.
It has no name.

| tell you, Judge,
We all better pray!

From The Judge: An Unfrue Tale



Manners
by Helen H. Moore

We say "Thank you',
We say "Flease’
And "Excuse me,”

When we sneeze.

That's the way
We do what's right.
We have manners.

Were polite.



I\l @@z

[ think mice

Hre rather niee.
Their tales are long.
Their faces small,
They haven't any
Chins at all.
Their ¢ars are pink.
Their teeth are white,
They run about
The house at night.
They nibble things
They shouldn't touch
And no ong seems
To like them mueh.

But [ think mieg

re niee.

by Rose Tyleman



| woge yp one morning
Wﬂ'hOUT any head;

So | jumped fo the floor
And looged under The bed,
Then under my piflow,

The Table,

The Chap,

But loog where | woyld,

My head wasn't there.

Not on the ceiling,

Not on the floor,

Not in The tree,

Not negr the door.

Then af 13st | remembered--
Sure enough, Just like That,

| found my old head!

It was under my hat.

by Arnold Spilka



Parts of a Story

When | read a story

it has more than one partl

The 1itle and the author

Are just the places | start!

The setting, characters, and problem,
Are parts of the story, too.
Beginning, middle, end, and solution
Help me refell the story fo youl



PARTS[0f{alSTORY;

Hey! Have you heard?
The author writes the words.

And the illustrator
Can draw an alligator.

Hey! Did you knowe
The setting is where you go.

And the characters are A
the books movie stars!

Next in our song s
The problem is what went wrong'

And the solution
is how they fixed it in the end!




Shrinking 1€9Cher

ny Doug EVe™

| saw my last year's teacher.
Had she shrunk an inch or two¢
It took me time to figure,
She was no shorter,

| grew!



President’s Day

By Alex Chung

Ia honor of the presidsais
We have 3 celchrsiioa.
We celebrsie George Washiagion,
The Father of ove astion.

We celebrsic Abe Lincola
And other lesders, 1o0.
And mayhe ia he fvives
We'll be celchrsiiag you!

OI‘. Your B héay we'll
freat You like the President..
-




£¢ @@Dﬁﬁ

by Sandra Liatsos

There's d goblin ab my window,
A monster dt my door.
The pumpkin at my table

Keeps on smiling more dnd more,

There's d ghost who haunts my bedroom,
A witch whose fdce is green.
They used to be my family,
'Til they dressed for Halloween.
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Wiggling girls and giggling boys
Ar6 drinking milk from mugs.
Gurgle, gurgle, gurgle—-glug!
They gulp down sighteen jugs.

Author Unknown



S\o kes

by Louro Ar O N

Turtles are slow,

As we all know.

But
lo them
It is no worry,

For

Wherever they roam,

Ihey are always ar home,

So
Ihey do not

HAVE
lo hurry.



