
Pike County Elementary School 

Literacy Days 

 

PCES will have our Literacy Days Poetry Recitation Competition on December 10, 2021.  

Students who are interested in competing should return the attached form to Mrs. Zellner in 

the media center by December 7, 2021. 

This competition is a great learning experience and provides students with an opportunity to 

develop oral presentation skills. If your child wins the school competition (one winner for each 

grade level), they will participate in the Griffin RESA Regional Literacy Days on Tuesday, 

February 9, 2022. 

 

Guidelines for the Poetry Recitation are as follows: 

1. Props and costumes are not allowed. 

2. Keep feet set firmly on the ground; no stomping or tapping out rhythm. 

3. Rely on upper body, head, eyes, arms, and hands for emphasis. 

4. Voice and expression are important. 

5. Songs or lyrics are not allowed. 

6. Excerpts cut from long poems are not allowed. 

7. Time limits are important. 6 minutes or less. 3 points deducted for exceeding time limit. 

Poems over 7 minutes will be disqualified. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I am interested in participating in the 2021-2022 PCES Poetry Recitation Event 

 

Student Name: ________________________________________ Grade: ________________ 

 

Teacher: _________________________ 

 

Parent/Guardian Name: _________________________________ Phone Number: ______________________ 

 

Email address to be used for communication about the Recitation Event: 

 

__________________________________________________________ 

Students should choose one of the following poems to memorize.  Poems must be memorized and ready for recitation 

on the competition day of December 10, 2020. 
(Alternate poems, of length/difficulty appropriate for competition may be chosen but will have to be approved by Mrs. Zellner.) 

 

3rd Grade 

The Rock and the Bubble 
by Louisa May Alcott 

The Great Chili Cook-Off 
by Eric Ode 

Television 
by Roald Dahl 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

4th Grade 

Making Sarah Cry 
by Cheryl L. Costello-Forshey 

Mulligan Martinson Marley McGraw 
by Eric Ode 

Dear Friends, We Surely All Agree 
by Roald Dahl 

 

5th Grade 

Paul Revere’s Ride 
by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

The Race 
attributed to Dr. D.H. Groberg 

The Tale of Custard the Dragon 
by Ogden Nash 

 

 

Copies of poems available upon request. 



 

The Rock and the Bubble (3rd) 

by Louisa May Alcott 

 

A bare brown rock  

Stood up in the sea,  

The waves at its feet  

Danced merrily.  

 

A bright little bubble  

Came sailing by,  

And thus to the rock  

Did it gaily cry:  

 

" Oh bare brown stone,  

Make way for me;  

I'm the fairest thing  

In all the sea.  

 

See my rainbow robe  

And crown of light,  

See my glittering form  

So airy and bright.  

 

O'er the waters blue  

I am floating away,  

To dance by the shore  

With the foam and spray.  

 

Then let me pass,  

For the waves are strong,  

And their rippling feet  

Bear me fast along. "  

 

But the great rock stood  

In the midst of the sea,  

And looking down  

Said pleasantly,  

 

" Little friend, you must go  

Some other way,  

I have not moved  

This many a day.  

 

 

Billows have dashed,  

And fierce winds blown,  

But my sturdy form  

Is not o'erthrown.  

 Nothing can stir me  

In air or sea.  

Then how can I move,  

Little bubble, for thee? "  

 

Then the waves all laughed  

In their voices sweet,  

And the sea-birds looked  

From their rocky seat  

 

At the foolish bubble,  

Who loudly cried,  

While its round cheek 

glowed  

With angry pride,  

 

" You shall move for me,  

And you shall not mock  

At what I say,  

You rough old rock!  

 

Be still, rude birds,  

Why stare you so?  

Stop laughing, waves,  

And let me go,  

 

For I am the queen  

Of the ocean here,  

And this unkind stone  

Cannot make me fear. "  

 

And dashing rudely up  

With a scornful word,  

The foolish bubble broke ,  

And the rock never stirred .  

 

Then the sea-birds 

whispered,  

Sitting in their nests,  

To the downy little ones  

Lying 'neath their breasts,  

 

 

" Be not like the bubble,  

Headstrong and vain,  

Seeking by violence  

Your object to gain.  

 

But be like the rock,  

Steadfast and strong,  

Yet cheerful and friendly  

And firm against wrong.  

 

So mind, little birdlings,  

And wiser you may be  

For the lesson of the bubble  

And the rock in the sea. " 



 

 

 The Great Chili Cook-Off (3rd) 

By Eric Ode 

 

At the Great Chili Cook-Off of Tenderfoot Valley, 

the whole town was gathered—each Tom, Dick, and Sally— 

to see who would win and be given the crown 

of Chili Bean Princess of Tenderfoot Town. 

 

Now, Millicent Milkweed was graceful and stunning, 

and she’d been the winner for seven years running. 

She stood near her kettle with beauty and style 

and waved to the crowd with a confident smile. 

 

The other contestants expected the worst: 

that Millicent’s chili would surely be first. 

The best they could hope for, as far as they reckoned, 

was coming in third or perhaps even second. 

 

A sweet, spicy smell filled the fall afternoon 

as bravely they waited with kettle and spoon. 

Then in walked a lady quite new to the town, 

with sun-speckled freckles of cinnamon brown. 

 

She carried a kettle that gurgled and bubbled 

and sheepishly grinned, looking timid and troubled. 

Her hair, like a bison’s, was woolly and shaggy. 

Her apron was rumpled.  Her bonnet was baggy. 

 

She set down her kettle on top of the table 

and brushed from her fingers the dirt from her stable. 

She smoothed out her dress for a moment or two 

and pulled out a spoon she had tucked in her shoe. 

 

Then Millicent glared at this strange-looking lady, 

who said to her, “Howdy.  I’m Isabelle Grady. 

I came here as soon as I finished my chores. 

I hope I ain’t late for this contest of yours.” 

 

 

The judge entered in with a top hat and suit. 

He turned to the crowd, and he gave a salute. 

He said not a word, but was off like a shot 

to see what he’d find in the first chili pot. 

 

This chili belonged to one Bernadette Bly, 

Who watched as the judge gave her chili a try. 

He grunted, and soon without further ado, he moved down the table to pot number two. 

Now, pot number two the judge met with a yawn. 

He sniffed and he nibbled, but soon he was gone. 

And three, four, and five were each greeted the same. 

That judge hurried on just as quick as he came. 

 

But pot number six—that was Millicent’s chili. 

She smiled at the judge, and he winked back at Millie. 

He said as he tasted, “Well, Millicent dear, 

That’s pretty good chili you’ve cooked up this year.” 

 

“But still,” said the judge, “there’s no need to be hasty. 

There’s one kettle left, and it smells rather tasty.” 

He lowered a spoon into Isabelle’s pot 

and said to her, “Now then, let’s see what you’ve got.” 

 

The judge took a bite, and he blinked and he shivered. 

His mouth, it dropped open.  His mustache, it quivered. 

And long wisps of steam drifted up from his nose 

while billows of smoke left his fingers and toes. 

 

And then before anyone there was the wiser, 

he flew through the air as if shot from a geyser. 

But Isabelle heard as he vanished from sight, 

“Now, that pot of chili is just about right!” 

 

 



 

Television - Poem by Roald Dahl (3rd) 

The most important thing we've learned, 

So far as children are concerned, 

Is never, NEVER, NEVER let 

Them near your television set -- 

Or better still, just don't install 

The idiotic thing at all. 

In almost every house we've been, 

We've watched them gaping at the screen. 

They loll and slop and lounge about, 

And stare until their eyes pop out. 

(Last week in someone's place we saw 

A dozen eyeballs on the floor.) 

They sit and stare and stare and sit 

Until they're hypnotized by it, 

Until they're absolutely drunk 

With all that shocking ghastly junk. 

Oh yes, we know it keeps them still, 

They don't climb out the window sill, 

They never fight or kick or punch, 

They leave you free to cook the lunch 

And wash the dishes in the sink -- 

But did you ever stop to think, 

To wonder just exactly what 

This does to your beloved tot? 

IT ROTS THE SENSE IN THE HEAD! 

IT KILLS IMAGINATION DEAD! 

IT CLOGS AND CLUTTERS UP THE MIND! 

IT MAKES A CHILD SO DULL AND BLIND 

HE CAN NO LONGER UNDERSTAND 

A FANTASY, A FAIRYLAND! 

HIS BRAIN BECOMES AS SOFT AS CHEESE! 

HIS POWERS OF THINKING RUST AND FREEZE! 

HE CANNOT THINK -- HE ONLY SEES! 

'All right!' you'll cry. 'All right!' you'll say, 

'But if we take the set away, 

What shall we do to entertain 

Our darling children? Please explain!' 

We'll answer this by asking you, 

'What used the darling ones to do? 

'How used they keep themselves contented 

Before this monster was invented?' 

Have you forgotten? Don't you know? 

We'll say it very loud and slow: 

THEY ... USED ... TO ... READ! They'd READ and READ, 

AND READ and READ, and then proceed 

To READ some more. Great Scott! Gadzooks! 

One half their lives was reading books! 

The nursery shelves held books galore! 

Books cluttered up the nursery floor! 

And in the bedroom, by the bed, 

More books were waiting to be read! 

Such wondrous, fine, fantastic tales 

Of dragons, gypsies, queens, and whales 

And treasure isles, and distant shores 

Where smugglers rowed with muffled oars, 

And pirates wearing purple pants, 

And sailing ships and elephants, 

And cannibals crouching 'round the pot, 

Stirring away at something hot. 

(It smells so good, what can it be? 

Good gracious, it's Penelope.) 

The younger ones had Beatrix Potter 

With Mr. Tod, the dirty rotter, 

And Squirrel Nutkin, Pigling Bland, 

And Mrs. Tiggy-Winkle and- 

Just How The Camel Got His Hump, 

And How the Monkey Lost His Rump, 

And Mr. Toad, and bless my soul, 

There's Mr. Rat and Mr. Mole- 

Oh, books, what books they used to know, 

Those children living long ago! 

So please, oh please, we beg, we pray, 

Go throw your TV set away, 

And in its place you can install 

A lovely bookshelf on the wall. 

Then fill the shelves with lots of books, 

Ignoring all the dirty looks, 

The screams and yells, the bites and kicks, 

And children hitting you with sticks- 

Fear not, because we promise you 

That, in about a week or two 

Of having nothing else to do, 

They'll now begin to feel the need 

Of having something to read. 

And once they start -- oh boy, oh boy! 

You watch the slowly growing joy 

That fills their hearts. They'll grow so keen 

They'll wonder what they'd ever seen 

In that ridiculous machine, 

That nauseating, foul, unclean, 

Repulsive television screen! 

And later, each and every kid 

Will love you more for what you did.  

 

 



Making Sarah Cry  (4th) 

by Cheryl L. Costello-Forshey 

 

He stood among his friends from school,  

He joined their childhood games  

Laughing as they played kickball  

And when they called poor Sarah names.  

Sarah was unlike the rest;  

She was slow and not as smart,  

And it would seem to all this friends  

She was born without a heart.  

And so he gladly joined their fun  

Of making Sarah cry.  

But somewhere deep within his heart,  

He never knew just why.  

For he could hear his mother's voice,  

Her lessons of right and wrong  

Playing over and over inside his head  

Just like a favorite song.  

"Treat others with respect, son,  

The way you'd want them treating you.  

And remember, when you hurt others,  

Someday, someone might hurt you."  

He knew his mother wouldn't understand  

The purpose of their game  

Of teasing Sarah, who made them laugh  

As her own tears fell like rain.  

The funny faces that she made  

And the way she'd stomp her feet  

Whenever they mocked the way she walked  

Or the stutter when she'd speak.  

To him she must deserve it  

Because she never tried to hide.  

And if she truly wanted to be left alone,  

Then she should stay inside.  

But every day she'd do the same:  

She'd come outside to play,  

And stand there, tears upon her face,  

Too upset to run away.  

The game would soon be over  

As tears dropped from her eyes,  

For the purpose of their fun  

Was making Sarah cry.  

It was nearly two whole months  

He hadn't seen his friends.  

He was certain they all must wonder  

What happened and where he'd been  

 

 

So he felt a little nervous  

As he limped his way to class  

He hoped no one would notice,  

He prayed no one would ask  

 

About that awful day:  

The day his bike met with a car,  

Leaving him with a dreadful limp  

And a jagged-looking scar.  

So he held his breath a little  

As he hobbled into the room,  

Where inside he saw a "Welcome Back" banner  

And lots of red balloons.  

He felt a smile cross his face  

As his friends all smiled too  

And he couldn't wait to play outside-  

His favorite thing to do.  

So the second that he stepped outdoors  

And saw his friends all waiting there,  

He expected a few pats on the back-  

Instead, they all stood back and stared.  

 

He felt his face grow hotter  

As he limped to join their side  

To play a game of kickball  

And of making Sarah cry.  

An awkward smile crossed his face  

When he heard the words, "Hey Freak,  

Where'd you get the ugly mask?"  

He turned, expecting Sarah,  

But Sarah could not be seen.  

It was the scar upon his own face  

That caused such words so mean.  

He joined in their growing laughter,  

Trying hard to not give in  

To the awful urge inside to cry  

Or the quivering of his chin.  

They are only teasing,  

He made himself believe.  

They are still my friends;  

They'd never think of hurting me.  

But the cruel remarks continued  

About the scar and then his limp.  

And he knew if he shed a single tear  

They'd label him a wimp.  

And so the hurtful words went on,  

And in his heart he wondered why.  

But he knew without a doubt  

The game would never end, until they made him cry.  

 

 



 

 

And just when a tear had formed,  

He heard a voice speak out from behind.  

"Leave him alone you bullies,  

Because he's a friend of mine."  

 

He turned to see poor Sarah,  

Determination on her face,  

Sticking up for one of her own tormentors  

And willing to take his place.  

And when his friends did just that,  

Trying their best to make poor Sarah cry,  

This time he didn't join in,  

And at last understood exactly why.  

"Treat others with respect, son  

The way you'd want them treating you.  

And remember, when you hurt others,  

Someday, someone might hurt you."  

It took a lot of courage  

But he knew he must be strong,  

For at last he saw the difference  

Between what's right and wrong.  

And Sarah didn't seem so weird  

Through his understanding eyes.  

Now he knew he'd never play again  

The game of making Sarah cry.  

It took several days of teasing  

And a razzing from his friends,  

But when they saw his strength,  

They chose to be like him.  

And now out on the playground,  

A group of kids meets everyday  

For a game of kickball and laughter  

And teaching their new friend, Sarah, how to play.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Mulligan Martinson Marley McGraw (4th) 

By Eric Ode 

The tiniest cowboy the world ever say 

was Mulligan Martinson Marley McGraw. 

He bathed in a teacup and rode on a rat 

and wore very proudly a mighty small hat. 

 

Now, Mulligan fancied a life on the range, 

but townsfolk considered him silly and strange. 

They called him a dreamer, a fool, and a clown. 

“You’re simply too small,” said the people in town. 

 

You can’t brand a steer or deliver a calf. 

You can’t mend a fence,” said the folks with a laugh. 

They sneered at the way he would yodel and sing. 

They scoffed at the lasso he made out of string. 

 

But Mulligan said as he stuck out his chin, 

“A Winner don’t quit, and a quitter don’t win. 

You say what you will – I don’t care about that. 

A cowboy is more than the size of his hat.” 

 

And so life continued, as life often does, 

till early one morning the streets were abuzz. 

And people were panicking uphill and down 

with news that the prairie dogs moved into town. 

 

They came without warning, three thousand or more, 

invading the homes and the general store. 

They slipped into socks and the pockets of suits. 

They squeezed into boxes and barrels and boots. 

 

They slept under tables.  They crept under chairs. 

They filled all the benches and stables and stairs. 

And no one in town seemed to know how to cope. 

Those critters were simply too tiny to rope. 

 

The sheriff then shouted, “We’ll seek and we’ll search. 

We’ll clean out the barns and the school and the church. 

We’ll round up them varmints.  We’ll get the job done!” 

The folks tried their darndest, but caught not a one. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

But Mulligan Martinson said with a grin, 

“A Winner don’t quit, and a quitter don’t win. 

As sure as a hound dog is riddled with fleas, 

I’ll round up them critters as quick as you please.” 

 

The townspeople chuckled but said not a work 

as Mulligan left for that prairie dog herd. 

His boots in the stirrups, his string at his side, 

he guided his rat through the streets far and 

wide. 

 

He rode through the houses, the bank, and the 

jail, 

and lassoed them dogs by the tip of the tail. 

Then one to the next, like the cars of a train, 

he built him a seven-mile prairie-dog chain. 

 

The people applauded.  They shouted and 

cheered 

as into the sunset that herd disappeared. 

But that was the last that the town ever saw 

of Mulligan Martinson Marley McGraw. 

 

The folks like to say that he’s still on the plains. 

He’s guiding that herd with his hands on the 

reins. 

He left us a lesson – no doubt about that: 

A cowboy is more than the size of his hat. 

 

 



 

Dear Friends, We Surely All Agree (4th) 

 by Roald Dahl 

'Dear friends, we surely all agree 

There's almost nothing worse to see 

Than some repulsive little bum 

Who's always chewing chewing gum. 

(It's very near as bad as those 

Who sit around and pick the nose). 

So please believe us when we say 

That chewing gum will never pay; 

This sticky habit's bound to send 

The chewer to a sticky end. 

Did any of you ever know 

A person called Miss Bigelow? 

This dreadful woman saw no wrong 

In chewing, chewing all day long. 

She chewed while bathing in the tub, 

She chewed while dancing at her club, 

She chewed in church and on the bus; 

It really was quite ludicrous! 

And when she couldn't find her gum, 

She'd chew up the linoleum, 

Or anything that happened near– 

A pair of boots, the postman's ear, 

Or other people's underclothes, 

And once she chewed her boy friend's nose. 

She went on chewing till, at last, 

Her chewing muscles grew so vast 

That from her face her giant chin 

Stuck out just like a violin. 

For years and years she chewed away, 

Consuming fifty packs a day, 

Until one summer's eve, alas, 

A horrid business came to pass. 

Miss Bigelow went late to bed, 

For half an hour she lay and read, 

Chewing and chewing all the while 

Like some great clockwork crocodile. 

At last, she put her gum away 

Upon a special little tray, 

And settled back and went to sleep– 

(She managed this by counting sheep). 

 

 

 

 

 

 

But now, how strange! Although she slept, 

Those massive jaws of hers still kept 

On chewing, chewing through the night, 

Even with nothing there to bite. 

They were, you see, in such a groove 

They positively had to move. 

And very grim it was to hear 

In pitchy darkness, loud and clear, 

This sleeping woman's great big trap 

Opening and shutting, snap–snap–snap! 

Faster and faster, chop–chop–chop, 

The noise went on, it wouldn't stop. 

Until at last her jaws decide 

To pause and open extra wide, 

And with the most tremendous chew 

They bit the lady's tongue in two. 

Thereafter, just from chewing gum, 

Miss Bigelow was always dumb, 

And spent her life shut up in some 

Disgusting sanatorium. 

And that is why we'll try so hard 

To save Miss Violet Beauregard 

From suffering an equal fate. 

She's still quite young. It's not too late, 

Provided she survives the cure. 

We hope she does. We can't be sure.'  

 

 



 

Paul Revere’s Ride (5th) 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow - 1807-1882 

Listen, my children, and you shall hear 

Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere, 

On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-Five: 

Hardly a man is now alive  

Who remembers that famous day and year. 

He said to his friend, “If the British march 

By land or sea from the town to-night, 

Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry-arch 

Of the North-Church-tower, as a signal-light,— 

One if by land, and two if by sea; 

And I on the opposite shore will be, 

Ready to ride and spread the alarm 

Through every Middlesex village and farm, 

For the country-folk to be up and to arm.” 

Then he said “Good night!” and with muffled oar 

Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore, 

Just as the moon rose over the bay, 

Where swinging wide at her moorings lay 

The Somerset, British man-of-war: 

A phantom ship, with each mast and spar 

Across the moon, like a prison-bar, 

And a huge black hulk, that was magnified  

By its own reflection in the tide. 

Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and street 

Wanders and watches with eager ears,  

Till in the silence around him he hears  

The muster of men at the barrack door, 

The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet,  

And the measured tread of the grenadiers  

Marching down to their boats on the shore. 

Then he climbed to the tower of the church, 

Up the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread, 

To the belfry-chamber overhead, 

And startled the pigeons from their perch 

On the sombre rafters, that round him made 

Masses and moving shapes of shade,— 

By the trembling ladder, steep and tall, 

To the highest window in the wall, 

Where he paused to listen and look down 

A moment on the roofs of the town, 

And the moonlight flowing over all. 

Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead,  

In their night-encampment on the hill,  

Wrapped in silence so deep and still  

That he could hear, like a sentinel’s tread,  

The watchful night-wind, as it went  

And seeming to whisper, “All is well!” 

A moment only he feels the spell  

Of the place and the hour, and the secret dread  

Of the lonely belfry and the dead;  

For suddenly all his thoughts are bent  

On a shadowy something far away,  

Where the river widens to meet the bay,— 

A line of black, that bends and floats  

On the rising tide, like a bridge of boats. 

Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride,  

Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride,  

On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere. 

Now he patted his horse’s side,  

Now gazed on the landscape far and near,  

Then impetuous stamped the earth,  

And turned and tightened his saddle-girth; 

But mostly he watched with eager search  

The belfry-tower of the old North Church,  

As it rose above the graves on the hill,  

Lonely and spectral and sombre and still. 

And lo! as he looks, on the belfry’s height,  

A glimmer, and then a gleam of light! 

He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns,  

But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight  

A second lamp in the belfry burns! 

A hurry of hoofs in a village-street, 

A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark,  

And beneath from the pebbles, in passing, a spark  

Struck out by a steed that flies fearless and fleet:  

That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the 

light,  

The fate of a nation was riding that night;  

And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight,  

Kindled the land into flame with its heat. 

He has left the village and mounted the steep, 

And beneath him, tranquil and broad and deep, 

Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides; 

 

 



Creeping along from tent to tent,  

And under the alders, that skirt its edge, 

Now soft on the sand, now loud on the ledge, 

Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides. 

It was twelve by the village clock 

When he crossed the bridge into Medford town. 

He heard the crowing of the cock,  

And the barking of the farmer’s dog,  

And felt the damp of the river-fog, 

That rises when the sun goes down. 

It was one by the village clock, 

When he galloped into Lexington.  

He saw the gilded weathercock  

Swim in the moonlight as he passed,  

And the meeting-house windows, blank and bare,  

Gaze at him with a spectral glare,  

As if they already stood aghast  

At the bloody work they would look upon. 

It was two by the village clock, 

When be came to the bridge in Concord town.  

He heard the bleating of the flock,  

And the twitter of birds among the trees,  

And felt the breath of the morning breeze 

Blowing over the meadows brown. 

And one was safe and asleep in his bed 

Who at the bridge would be first to fall, 

Who that day would be lying dead, 

Pierced by a British musket-ball. 

You know the rest. In the books you have read, 

How the British Regulars fired and fled,— 

How the farmers gave them ball for ball, 

From behind each fence and farmyard-wall, 

Chasing the red-coats down the lane, 

Then crossing the fields to emerge again 

Under the trees at the turn of the road, 

And only pausing to fire and load. 

So through the night rode Paul Revere; 

And so through the night went his cry of alarm 

To every Middlesex village and farm,— 

A cry of defiance, and not of fear, 

A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door, 

And a word that shall echo forevermore! 

For, borne on the night-wind of the Past, 

Through all our history, to the last, 

In the hour of darkness and peril and need, 

The people will waken and listen to hear 

The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed, 

And the midnight message of Paul Revere. 

 

 



 

 

The Race (5th) 

attributed to Dr. D.H. "Dee" Groberg 

Whenever I start to hang my head in front of failure’s face,  

    my downward fall is broken by the memory of a race.  

A children’s race, young boys, young men; how I remember well,  

    excitement sure, but also fear, it wasn’t hard to tell.  

They all lined up so full of hope, each thought to win that race  

    or tie for first, or if not that, at least take second place.  

Their parents watched from off the side, each cheering for their son,  

    and each boy hoped to show his folks that he would be the one.  

The whistle blew and off they flew, like chariots of fire,  

    to win, to be the hero there, was each young boy’s desire.  

One boy in particular, whose dad was in the crowd,  

    was running in the lead and thought “My dad will be so proud.”  

But as he speeded down the field and crossed a shallow dip,  

    the little boy who thought he’d win, lost his step and slipped.  

Trying hard to catch himself, his arms flew everyplace,  

    and midst the laughter of the crowd he fell flat on his face.  

As he fell, his hope fell too; he couldn’t win it now.  

    Humiliated, he just wished to disappear somehow.  

But as he fell his dad stood up and showed his anxious face,  

    which to the boy so clearly said, “Get up and win that race!”  

He quickly rose, no damage done, behind a bit that’s all,  

    and ran with all his mind and might to make up for his fall.  

So anxious to restore himself, to catch up and to win,  

    his mind went faster than his legs. He slipped and fell again.  

He wished that he had quit before with only one disgrace.  

    “I’m hopeless as a runner now, I shouldn’t try to race.”  

But through the laughing crowd he searched and found his father’s face  

    with a steady look that said again, “Get up and win that race!”  

So he jumped up to try again, ten yards behind the last.  

    “If I’m to gain those yards,” he thought, “I’ve got to run real fast!”  

Exceeding everything he had, he regained eight, then ten...  

    but trying hard to catch the lead, he slipped and fell again.  

Defeat! He lay there silently. A tear dropped from his eye.  

    “There’s no sense running anymore! Three strikes I’m out! Why try?  

I’ve lost, so what’s the use?” he thought. “I’ll live with my disgrace.”  

    But then he thought about his dad, who soon he’d have to face.  

“Get up,” an echo sounded low, “you haven’t lost at all,  

    for all you have to do to win is rise each time you fall.  

Get up!” the echo urged him on, “Get up and take your place!  

    You were not meant for failure here! Get up and win that race!”  

So, up he rose to run once more, refusing to forfeit,  

    and he resolved that win or lose, at least he wouldn’t quit.  

So far behind the others now, the most he’d ever been,  

    still he gave it all he had and ran like he could win.  

Three times he’d fallen stumbling, three times he rose again.  



    Too far behind to hope to win, he still ran to the end.  

They cheered another boy who crossed the line and won first place,  

    head high and proud and happy -- no falling, no disgrace.  

But, when the fallen youngster crossed the line, in last place,  

    the crowd gave him a greater cheer for finishing the race.  

And even though he came in last with head bowed low, unproud,  

    you would have thought he’d won the race, to listen to the crowd.  

And to his dad he sadly said, “I didn’t do so well.”  

    “To me, you won,” his father said. “You rose each time you fell.”  

And now when things seem dark and bleak and difficult to face,  

    the memory of that little boy helps me in my own race.  

For all of life is like that race, with ups and downs and all.  

    And all you have to do to win is rise each time you fall.  

And when depression and despair shout loudly in my face,  

    another voice within me says, “Get up and win that race!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Tale Of Custard The Dragon  (5th) 

by Ogden Nash 

Belinda lived in a little white house,  

With a little black kitten and a little gray mouse,  

And a little yellow dog and a little red wagon,  

And a realio, trulio, little pet dragon.  

 

Now the name of the little black kitten was Ink,  

And the little gray mouse, she called her Blink,  

And the little yellow dog was sharp as Mustard,  

But the dragon was a coward, and she called him Custard.  

 

Custard the dragon had big sharp teeth,  

And spikes on top of him and scales underneath,  

Mouth like a fireplace, chimney for a nose,  

And realio, trulio, daggers on his toes.  

 

Belinda was as brave as a barrel full of bears,  

And Ink and Blink chased lions down the stairs,  

Mustard was as brave as a tiger in a rage,  

But Custard cried for a nice safe cage.  

 

Belinda tickled him, she tickled him unmerciful,  

Ink, Blink and Mustard, they rudely called him Percival,  

They all sat laughing in the little red wagon  

At the realio, trulio, cowardly dragon.  

 

Belinda giggled till she shook the house,  

And Blink said Week! , which is giggling for a mouse,  

Ink and Mustard rudely asked his age,  

When Custard cried for a nice safe cage.  

 

Suddenly, suddenly they heard a nasty sound,  

And Mustard growled, and they all looked around.  

Meowch! cried Ink, and Ooh! cried Belinda,  

For there was a pirate, climbing in the winda.  

 

Pistol in his left hand, pistol in his right,  

And he held in his teeth a cutlass bright,  

His beard was black, one leg was wood;  

It was clear that the pirate meant no good.  

 

Belinda paled, and she cried, Help! Help!  

But Mustard fled with a terrified yelp,  

Ink trickled down to the bottom of the household,  

And little mouse Blink strategically mouseholed.  

 

 

But up jumped Custard, snorting like an engine,  

Clashed his tail like irons in a dungeon,  

With a clatter and a clank and a jangling squirm  

He went at the pirate like a robin at a worm.  

 

The pirate gaped at Belinda's dragon,  

And gulped some grog from his pocket flagon,  

He fired two bullets but they didn't hit,  

And Custard gobbled him, every bit.  

 

Belinda embraced him, Mustard licked him,  

No one mourned for his pirate victim  

Ink and Blink in glee did gyrate  

Around the dragon that ate the pyrate.  

 

But presently up spoke little dog Mustard, 

I'd been twice as brave if I hadn't been 

flustered. 

And up spoke Ink and up spoke Blink, 

We'd have been three times as brave, we think, 

And Custard said, I quite agree 

That everybody is braver than me. 

 

Belinda still lives in her little white house,  

With her little black kitten and her little gray 

mouse,  

And her little yellow dog and her little red 

wagon,  

And her realio, trulio, little pet dragon.  

 

Belinda is as brave as a barrel full of bears,  

And Ink and Blink chase lions down the stairs,  

Mustard is as brave as a tiger in a rage,  

But Custard keeps crying for a nice safe cage.  

 

 


