A Red, Red Rose
BY ROBERT BURNS

O my Luve is like a red, red rose
That’'s newly sprung in June;

O my Luve is like the melody
That's sweetly played in tune.

So fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deep in luve am |;

And | will luve thee still, my dear,
Till @’ the seas gang dry.

Till @’ the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun;

I will love thee still, my dear,
While the sands o’ life shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only luve!
And fare thee weel awhile!

And | will come again, my luve,
Though it were ten thousand mile.

The Flint
BY CHRISTINA ROSSETTI
An emerald is as green as grass,
A ruby red as blood;

A sapphire shines as blue as heaven;

A flint lies in the mud.

A diamond is a brilliant stone,
To catch the world's desire;
An opal holds a fiery spark;
But a flint holds fire.

Fog

BY CARL SANDBURG
The fog comes
on little cat feet.

It sits looking

over harbor and city

on silent haunches

and then moves on.
April Rain Song
BY LANGSTON HUGHES

Let the rain kiss you.

Let the rain beat upon your head with
silver liquid drops.

Let the rain sing you a lullaby.

The rain makes still pools on the
sidewalk.

The rain makes running pools in
the gutter.

The rain plays a little sleep-song on our
roof at night—

And | love the rain.

The Sea

BY JAMES REEVES
The sea is a hungry dog,

Giant and grey.

He rolls on the beach all day.

With his clashing teeth and shaggy
jaws

Hour upon hour he gnaws

The rumbling, tumbling stones,
And 'Bones, bones, bones, bones! '
The giant sea-dog moans,

Licking his greasy paws.

And when the night wind roars

And the moon rocks in the stormy
cloud,

He bounds to his feet and snuffs and
sniffs,

Shaking his wet sides over the cliffs,
And howls and hollos long and loud.

But on quiet days in May or June,
When even the grasses on the dune
Play no more their reedy tune,

With his head between his paws

He lies on the sandy shores,

So quiet, so quiet, he scarcely snores.
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