Bluebottle
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Who dips, dives

swoops out of space,

a buzz in his wings

and sky on his face;

now caught in the light,

now gone without trace,

a sliver of glass,

never still in one place?

Who’s elusive as a pickpocket,

lord of the flies’

who moves like a rocket 

bound for the skies?
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Who’s catapult, aeroplane, 

always full-throttle?

Sky-diver, Jumping Jack,

comet, bluebotttle! 
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Snakes

(Jordan Spikes)
snakes 

long, scaly

slithering, hissing, climbing

snakes are amazing
reptiles

Lions
(Joshua Morton)

Lions are as orange as the morning sun

They are as brave as men at war

Lions are as fast as cars at top speed

I think the lion in my heart helps me stand my ground

The roar of lions is as loud as thunder hitting rock

Statues of lions stand guard at castle doors

Lions are kings of the countryside.
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Ants

(Laurence Conway)

Ants
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  Never
   Travel
Solo
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The Cooper’s Hawk 
(Don Sands)
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He sits, tall, slim, silhouetted 
against the evening sky. 

Watching, silently watching 
from his elevated woodland perch. 

He flies briefly on silent wings 
alighting again, his tall slim form 
resting, watching, ever watching. 

Then he flies off into the unknown 
on those powerful silent wings 
to haunts unseen, to rest again 
silently watching, watching. 

In his vigil he’s certainly 
unaware of the debate 
occupying other inhabitants 
about his origin and that 
of all living creatures. 

He rests and watches. 
Rests and watches 
as evening advances. 

How many evenings have advanced 
since of the beginning of time? 

How many of his ancestors 
have rested and watched; 
tall, slender, silhouetted 
against the evening sky?
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(Ethel Jacobson) 
Insects are creatures with three pairs of legs.

Some swim, some fly; they lay millions of eggs.

They don’t wear their skeletons in, but out.

Their blood just goes sloshing loosely about.

They come in three parts.  Some are bare; some have hair.

Their hearts are in back; they circulate air.

They smell with their feelers and taste with their feet,

And there’s scarcely a thing that some insect won’t eat:

Flowers and woodwork and books and rugs,

Overcoats, people, and other bugs.

When five billion trillion keep munching each day,

It’s a wonder the world isn’t nibbled away!
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A Queer Twig

(Alice Crowell Hoffman)
Out in the woods I found today

A queer thing, without doubt –

A wee twig that did not stay still,

But tried to walk about.

I thought this tiny twig had planned

To play a funny trick,

Until I learned it was a bug

Known as the Walking Stick.




Garden Snake

(Muriel L. Sonne)
I saw a snake and ran away…

Some snakes are dangerous, they say;

But mother says that kind is good,

And eats up insects for his food.

So when he wiggles in the grass

I’ll stand aside and watch him pass,

And tell myself, “There’s no mistake,

It’s just a harmless garden snake!”


Dragonfly

(Rebecca Kai Dotlich)
This sky-ballerina,

this glimmering

jewel,

glides in a gown

of lucid blue –

with wings that you

could whisper through.




Humming Birds
(Betty Sage)
I think it is a funny thing

That some birds whistle, others sing.

The Warbler warbles in his throat,

The Sparrow only knows one note;

But he is better off than some,

For Humming Birds can only hum.





Spiders
(Janet Bruno)

Spiderlings hatch from eggs.
Each one has eight tiny legs.

A spider has more eyes than you.
Most have eight, and you have two.

A spider has two body parts.
Across its web it quickly darts.

From a spider's spinnerets
Sticky spider silk jets.

Spiders feel the frantic tugs,
Of their favorite food; it's bugs!




Rabbit Haiku

(Brian Geist)

Fat furry rabbits
Hopping around the forest
During the daytime
The Eagle
(Alfred, Lord Tennyson)
He clasps the crag with crooked hands;
Close to the sun in lonely lands,
Ringed with the azure world, he stands.
The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls
He watches from his mountain walls,
And like a thunderbolt he falls.



The Sloth

(Theodore Roethke)
In moving-slow he has no Peer
You ask him something in his ear;
He thinks about it for a Year;
And, then, before he says a Word
There, upside down (unlike a Bird)
He will assume that you have Heard-
A most Exas-per-at-ing Lug.
But should you call his manner Smug,
He'll sigh and give his branch a Hug;
Then off again to Sleep he goes,
Still swaying gently by his Toes,
And you just know he knows he knows

Little Squirrel


(Ethel Hopper)





A little squirrel runs up and down


In our old Walnut tree.


All day he carries nuts away,


As busy as can be.


Mother says he stores them safe


For food when North winds blow;


I wonder how the squirrel knows


That some day there’ll be snow. 





The Spider Web


(Truda McCoy)





The spider spun a silver web


Above the gate last night.


It was round with little spokes


And such a pretty sight.





This morning there were drops of dew


Hung on it, one by one;


They changed to diamonds, rubies red,


When they were lit with sun.





A spider’s nice to have around


To weave a web so fine.


On which to string the drops of dew


That catch the bright sunshine.





The Hawk


(Douglas Florian)








I stare


			I glare


I gaze


			I gawk





With keen


Mean eyes


I am the hawk.


All day I pray


For prey to view.


Be thankful if


I don’t


See


YOU!





The Crocodile�(Lewis Carroll)





How doth the little crocodile�Improve his shining tail,�And pour the waters of the Nile�On every golden scale!


How cheerfully he seems to grin,�How neatly spreads his claws,�And welcomes little fishes in,�With gently smiling jaws!





Spider Webs


(Amy Goldman Koss)





The spider weaves a sticky web�To capture bugs to eat.�What keeps the spider's sticky web�From sticking to her feet?





Spider webs are very tricky�Because not all the strands are sticky.�Unlike the passing hapless fly,�The spider knows which strands are dry.





But if she accidentally stands�Upon one of the sticky strands,�She still would not get stuck, you see--�Her oily body slides off free.








