
My Best Friend 
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Black and white 

Thick and furry 

Fast as the wind 

Always in a hurry 

Couple of spots 

Rub my ears 

Always comes when his name he hears 

Loves his ball; it's his favorite thing 

What's most fun for him? Everything! 

Great big tongue that licks my face 

Has a crate, his very own space 

Big brown eyes like moon pies 

He's my friend till the very end! 

 

Let's Preserve Our Nature 

© Arjun 

Published: November 2015 

The sun is shining, 

The sky is blue, 

The birds are flying, 

And the breeze is so cool. 

 

Mother Nature is trying her best 

To give nothing but beautifulness, 

But what do we do? 

Make her a mess. 

 

Let's make her the best 

By polluting less and less, 

And preserve her green dress 

For our kids and the rest. 

 

 



Cat 
BY MARILYN SINGER 

I prefer 

warm fur, 

a perfect fire 

to lie beside, 

a cozy lap 

where I can nap, 

an empty chair 

when she's not there. 

I want heat 

     on my feet 

     on my nose 

     on my hide. 

No cat I remember 

dislikes December 

     inside. 

 

Ode to My Shoes 
BY FRANCISCO X.  ALARCÓN 

my shoes 

rest 

all night 

under my bed 

 

tired 

they stretch 

and loosen 

their laces 

 

wide open 

they fall asleep 

and dream 

of walking 

 

they revisit 

the places 

they went to 

during the day 

 

and wake up 

cheerful 

relaxed 

so soft 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/marilyn-singer
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/francisco-x-alarcon


To Catch a Fish 
BY ELOISE GREENFIELD  

It takes more than a wish 

to catch a fish 

you take the hook 

you add the bait 

you concentrate 

and then you wait 

you wait     you wait 

but not a bite 

the fish don’t have 

an appetite 

so tell them what 

good bait you’ve got 

and how your bait 

can hit the spot 

this works a whole 

lot better than 

a wish 

if you really 

want to catch 

a fish 

 

My Lemonade Stand 
BY REBECCA KAI DOTLICH  

Cookies for sale! 

And cake! One dime! 

That's what it says 

on my cardboard sign. 

I pile cookies on a plate. 

I eat just one 

and then, I wait . . .  

I taste the cake 

(one tiny slice) 

I squeeze the lemons 

and stir the ice; 

I count and stack 

the paper cups . . .  

fresh lemonade 

is coming up! 

I count the bruises 

on my knee . . . 

won't somebody buy something, 

please? 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/eloise-greenfield
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/rebecca-kai-dotlich

