
Carry A Poem In Your Pocket 
 

Celebrate poetry by carrying a poem in your pocket to share with friends, 

classmates, teachers and family. We’ve included some ideas but feel free to 

choose any poem you like or even write your own.  

 
    

I Made a Mistake   AuthorI Made a Mistake   AuthorI Made a Mistake   AuthorI Made a Mistake   Author Unknown Unknown Unknown Unknown    

 

I went upstairs to make my bed. 

I made a mistake and bumped my head. 

I went downstairs to wash the dishes. 

I made a mistake and washed the fishes. 

I went in the kitchen to bake a pie. 

I made a mistake and baked a fly. 

I went outside to hang the clothes. 

I made a mistake and hung my nose. 

 

    

March  By Maurice SendakMarch  By Maurice SendakMarch  By Maurice SendakMarch  By Maurice Sendak    

From Chicken Soup with Rice: A Book of 
Months 
 

In March the wind  

blows down my door 

And spills my soup  

upon the floor. 

It laps it up 

And roars for more. 

Blowing once 

Blowing twice 

Blowing chicken soup with rice. 

 

    

Excerpt fromExcerpt fromExcerpt fromExcerpt from    

If I Ran The Circus by Dr. SeussIf I Ran The Circus by Dr. SeussIf I Ran The Circus by Dr. SeussIf I Ran The Circus by Dr. Seuss    

 

This way! Step Right in! This way, ladies and Gents! 

My side show starts in the first of my tents. 

When you see what goes on, you’ll say no other 

circus is 

Half the great circus the Circus McGurkus is. 

    

 

 

    

At the Zoo by Myra Cohn LivingstonAt the Zoo by Myra Cohn LivingstonAt the Zoo by Myra Cohn LivingstonAt the Zoo by Myra Cohn Livingston    

 

I’ve been to the zoo 

 Where the thing that you do 

 Is watching the things 

 That the animals do –  

 And watching  

  The animals 

  All watching 

   You! 

 

 

People  by William Jay SmithPeople  by William Jay SmithPeople  by William Jay SmithPeople  by William Jay Smith    

 

Hour after Hour, 

In many places, 

People sit, 

Making faces. 

 

    

Bugs by Karla KuskinBugs by Karla KuskinBugs by Karla KuskinBugs by Karla Kuskin    

 

I am very fond of bugs. 

I kiss them 

And I give them hugs. 

 

    

Excerpt fromExcerpt fromExcerpt fromExcerpt from    

Spaghetti! Spaghetti! Spaghetti! Spaghetti! Spaghetti! Spaghetti! Spaghetti! Spaghetti! bbbby Jack Prelutskyy Jack Prelutskyy Jack Prelutskyy Jack Prelutsky    

 

Spaghetti! spaghetti! 

You’re wonderful stuff, 

I love you, spaghetti, 

I can’t get enough. 

You’re covered with sauce 

And you’re sprinkled with cheese, 

Spaghetti! spaghetti! 

Oh, give me some please. 

 

    

Weather report by Stephanie calmensonWeather report by Stephanie calmensonWeather report by Stephanie calmensonWeather report by Stephanie calmenson    

 

I think it is going to snow. 

But it’s getting warm – oh no! 

Here comes the wind and rain. 

There may be a hurricane! 

Now the clouds are on the run. 

Look at the sky – there’s the sun! 

(Isn’t weather reporting fun?) 

 

 

   

     

 

Select A Poem to bring to School on Wednesday, March 14                                                


