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Does the poem repeat any lines, words, or phrases?  Does it have a predictable pattern?  If 
so, does the pattern change?  How does the pattern contribute to the meaning of the poem? 

__________ 

Things 
 

Went to the corner 

Walked in the store 

Bought me some candy 

Ain’t got it no more 

Ain’t got it no more 

 

Went to the beach 

Played on the shore 

Built me a sandhouse 

Ain’t got it no more 

Ain’t got it no more 

 

Went to the kitchen 

Lay down on the floor 

Made me a poem 

Still got it 

Still got it 

 

Eloise Greenfield 
 

_____________________ 

Dog Around the Block 
 

Dog around the block, sniff, 

Hydrant sniffing, corner, grating, 

Sniffing, always, starting forward, 

Backward, dragging, sniffing backward 

Leash at taut, leash at dangle, 

Leash in people’s feet entangle –  

Sniffing dog, appraised of smellings, 

Meeting enemies, 

Loving old acquaintances, sniff, 

Sniffing hydrant for reminders, 

Leg against the wall, raise, 

Leaving grating, corner greeting, 

Chance for meeting, sniff, meeting, 

Meeting, telling, news of smelling, 

Nose to tail, tail to nose, 

Rigid, careful, pose, 

Liking partly liking, hating, 

Then another hydrant, grating,  

Leash at taut, leash at dangle, 

Tangle, sniff, untangle, 

Dog around the block, sniff. 

 

E. B. White 
 



 
 
________________________ 

Stopping By Woods On  

A Snowy Evening 
 

Whose woods these are I think I know. 

His house is in the village though; 

He will not see me stopping here 

To watch his woods fill up with snow. 

My little horse must think it queer 

To stop without a farmhouse near 

Between the woods and frozen lake 

The darkest evening of the year. 

He gives his harness bells a shake 

To ask if there is some mistake. 

The only other sound's the sweep 

Of easy wind and downy flake. 

The woods are lovely, dark and deep. 

But I have promises to keep, 

And miles to go before I sleep, 

And miles to go before I sleep. 

 

Robert Frost 

_________________ 

Harlem Night Song 
 

Come,  

Let us roam the night together 

Singing 

 

I love you 

 

Across 

The Harlem roof-tops 

Moon is shining. 

Night sky is blue 

Stars are great drops 

Of golden dew. 

 

Down the street 

A band is playing. 

 

I love you 

 

Come,  

Let us roam the night together 

Singing. 

 

Langston Hughes 



 
_________________ 

A Little Girl’s Poem 
 

Life is for me and is shining! 

Inside me I 

feel stars and sun and bells singing. 

 

There are children in the world 

all around me and beyond me― 

here, and beyond big waters; 

here, and in countries peculiar to me 

but not peculiar to themselves. 

 

I want the children to live and to laugh. 

I want them to sit with their mothers 

   and fathers 

and have happy cocoa together. 

 

I do not want 

fire screaming up to the sky. 

I do not want 

families killed in their doorways. 

 

Life is for us, for the children. 

Life is for mothers and fathers, 

life is for the tall girls and boys 

in the high school on Henderson Street, 

is for the people in the Afrikan tents, 

 

the people in the English cathedrals, 

the people in Indian courtyards; 

the people in cottages all over the world. 

 

Life is for us, and is shining. 

We have a right to sing. 

 

Gwendolyn Brooks 
 


