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_______________ 

Wild Horses 
 

My best friend and I 

change into wild horses. 

We gallop on lawns, 

jump over fences 

canter up hills, 

slapping our rumps to go faster, 

tangled manes flowing behind us. 

We run toward the creek, 

sip cold water,  

and paw the grass with our hooves. 

Then with soft tired whinnies, 

walk to the deep pool of shade 

beneath the tree to rest 

and change slowly 

from wild horses back into girls 

“But not any less wild,” my mother says 

just in time for supper. 

 

Georgia Heard 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Focus on the pictures the poet paints with words.  Underline or highlight places in the poem 
where the words give a clear image.  Identify which words help paint a clear picture. 

__________ 

My Cat 
 

My cat is asleep – white paws 

folded under 

his chin      He is a soft gray 

smudge on the round rug 

 

Dozing in the sun 

He is a warm round stone 

with a fur collar 

 

My cat is taking 

a nap     Not a whisker 

trembles Not a hair 

moves       His breath goes 

softly in and out 

 

Stay in your holes 

mice!  My cat sees you 

in his dreams 

and he has left 

his motor running! 

 

Barbara Esbensen 
 



 _______________ 

I Look Pretty 
 

Mama’s shiny purple coat 

Giant-sized shoulder bag to tote 

Tall, tall shoes and pantyhose 

Big straw hat with shiny bows 

I look pretty 

I float 

I smile 

I pose 

 

Eloise Greenfield 
 

__________ 

Dragonfly 
 

It skims the pond’s surface,  

searching for gnats, mosquitoes, and flies.   

Outspread wings blur with speed. 

It touches down 

and stops to sun itself on the dock. 

Wings flicker and still: 

stained-glass windows 

with sun shining through. 

 

Georgia Heard 
 

____________________ 

When It Is Snowing 
 

When it is snowing 

the blue jay 

is the only piece of  

sky 

in my  

backyard. 

 

Siv Cedering 
 

_____________ 

From A Birch 
 

from a birch 

a crow calls 

cracking a morning 

dulled by fog 

 

P. Wolny 
 



 

______________ 

Cat on Couch 
 

My cat, washing her tail’s tip, is a whorl 

Of white shell, 

As perfect as a fan 

In full half-moon . . . Next moment she’s a hare: 

The muzzle twitches, blurs, goes dumb, and one 

Tall ear dips, falters forward . . . Then,  

Cross as switches, she’s a great horned owl; 

Two leafy tricornered ears reverse, a frown 

Darkens her chalky visage, big eyes round 

And round and stare down midnight. 

      There sits my cat 

Mysterious as gauze,now somnolent, 

Now jocose, quicksilver from a dropped 

Thermometer.  When poised 

Below the sketched ballet- 

Dancers who pirouette upon the wall, 

Calmly she lifts the slim 

Boom of her leg, what will 

The prima ballerina next 

Perform?Grace held in readiness 

She meditates, a vision of repose. 

 

Barbara Howes 
 


