Приложение 2

My Dumb Cat
by Bruce Lansky
My cat never comes when I call her.
She cannot remember her name.
Her brain is the size of a thimble.
And that’s why my cat is so lame.

I tried to teach her to roll over,
to shake, beg, and fetch wooden sticks.
We practiced and practiced and practiced.
My dumb cat could not learn the tricks.

Then one day my cat was a hero.
She captured a small, squeaky mouse.
She hid the dead mouse in the sofa.
My dumb cat stunk up the whole house.

I wonder why cats were invented.
They eat and they drink and they purr.
There’s only one trick they know how to do:
they sit on your lap and shed fur.

Someone's Toes Are In My Nose

by Bruce Lansky 
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Someone’s toes are in my nose.
Whosever could they be?
Since no one else is in my bed,
they must belong to me!

I wonder how it happened.
I just don’t understand.
I don’t know how my legs got stretched
out like a rubber band.

How will I ever get to school?
It’s a catastrophe!
Mother! Dad! Get on the phone
and dial some help for me!

A Bad Case of the Sneezes
by Bruce Lansky 
Last night I had the sneezes.
I was really very ill.
My mother called the doctor
who prescribed a purple pill.

At eight o’clock I went to bed.
My mom turned out the light.
I used up one whole box of Kleenex
sneezing through the night.

[image: image2.png]


I sneezed my brains out in my bed.
I didn’t get much rest.
So that’s the reason, teacher,
that I flunked the spelling test.

“Turn Off the TV!” 

By Bruce Lansky
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My father gets quite mad at me;
my mother gets upset--
when they catch me watching
our new television set.

My father yells, "Turn that thing off!"
Mom says, "It's time to study."
I'd rather watch my favorite TV show
with my best buddy.

I sneak down after homework
and turn the set on low.
But when she sees me watching it,
my mom yells out, "No!"

Dad says, "If you don't turn it off,
I'll hang it from a tree!"
I rather doubt he'll do it,
'cause he watches more than me.

He watches sports all weekend,
and weekday evenings too,
while munching chips and pretzels--
the room looks like a zoo.

So if he ever got the nerve
to hang it from a tree,
he'd spend a lot of time up there--
watching it with me. 

My Noisy Brother

by Bruce Lansky 
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My brother’s such a noisy kid,
when he eats soup he slurps.
When he drinks milk he gargles.
And after meals he burps.

He cracks his knuckles when he’s bored.
He whistles when he walks.
He snaps his fingers when he sings,
and when he’s mad he squawks.

At night my brother snores so loud
it sounds just like a riot.
Even when he sleeps
my noisy brother isn’t quiet.

The Cow Town Ballet

By Kenn Nesbitt


This here is the story of Jed Beaudelay,

who once was the head of the Cow Town Ballet,

the greatest of all of the old western sights,

for Jed would take milk cows and dress them in tights.


In tutus and slippers his cows would sashay,

they'd spin pirouettes, they'd glissade and plié.

And cowpokes from Boston to Monterey Bay

would journey to Cow Town to see the ballet.

And every night how his cattle would dance!

They'd act out a musical cattle romance,

with skill and precision, with grace and with flair,

they'd glide 'cross the stage and they'd leap through the air.


And when it was over the cowpokes would cheer

and even the manliest men shed a tear

for nowhere on Earth but the Cow Town Ballet

had anyone ever seen cattle sashay.


Old Jed Beaudelay would still run the ballet,

if not for the fact that when cattle sashay,

and all of their tutus are flapping around

their costumes make sort of a shuffling sound.


And some no-good cowpoke, on hearing that sound,

grew rather unhappy; he stopped and he frowned,

then ran to the sheriff, deciding to tattle,

so Jed was arrested for rustling cattle.

Back From Mars

By Kenn Nesbitt
I've recently returned from Mars

I went for several years.

I rode in Martian motorcars,

bought Martian souvenirs.

I went to Martian movies

and saw Martian movie stars,

attended Martian concerts

and heard Martians play guitars.

I ate in Martian restaurants

and went to Martian schools.

I played on Martian tennis courts

and swam in Martian pools.

I hung around with Martian girls

and talked to Martian boys.

I went to Martian shopping malls

and played with Martian toys.

At last I'm back on planet Earth

from out among the stars.

So why does everyone I see here

act like they're from Mars?

  I Wonder Why Girls Were Invented

                                                          by Bruce Lansky [image: image5.jpg]



I wonder why girls were invented.
They spend so much time on their hair.
If they were as bald as my grandpa,
The mirror would give them a scare.

My Thumbies

(by Bruce Lansky)

Child:
I have two little thumbies
They’re with me day and night.
My favorite thumb is on my left.
The other’s on my right

My thumbies always comfort me
when I am feeling sad.
They help me to protect myself
when I am feeling mad.

My thumbies help me fall asleep
when I am feeling tired.
I do not know how better friends
could ever be desired.

My mother says it’s time to quit—
that sucking thumbs is bad.
And every time I suck my thumbs,
my mom gets very mad.

Mom:
You’ve got to quit. Don’t suck your thumbs—
your left one or your right.
It’s pushing all your front teeth out.
It’s ruining your bite.

It might take years to get straight teeth,
with braces on your mouth.
It isn’t fun. Believe me, son.
So keep your thumbs down south.

Child:
I’m (age of child). It’s time to quit—
of all the silly habits.
I don’t want people thinking that
my teeth look like a rabbit’s.

  Blow Your Nose!

by Bruce Lansky 
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Little Boy Blue
please blow your nose.
It drips like a faucet
and sprays like a hose.
Your brother and sister
are getting upset,
so please blow your nose—
'cause you're getting them wet!

Today I Had a Rotten Day

By Kenn Nesbitt

Today I had a rotten day.

As I was coming in from play

I accidentally stubbed my toes

and tripped and fell and whacked my nose.

I chipped a tooth. I cut my lip.

I scraped my knee. I hurt my hip.

I pulled my shoulder, tweaked my ear,

and got a bruise upon on my rear.

I banged my elbow, barked my shin.

A welt is forming on my chin.

My pencil poked me in the thigh.

I got an eyelash in my eye.

I sprained my back. I wrenched my neck.

I'm feeling like a total wreck.

So that's the last time I refuse

when teacher says to tie my shoes.

Sick

by Shel Silverstein

"I cannot go to school today," 

Said little Peggy Ann McKay. 

"I have the measles and the mumps, 

A gash, a rash and purple bumps. 

My mouth is wet, my throat is dry, 

I'm going blind in my right eye. 

My tonsils are as big as rocks, 

I've counted sixteen chicken pox 

And there's one more-that's seventeen, 

And don't you think my face looks green? 

My leg is cut, my eyes are blue, 

It might be instamatic flu. 

I cough and sneeze and gasp and choke, 

I'm sure that my left leg is broke- 

My hip hurts when I move my chin, 

My belly button's caving.
My Goldfish Took up Tennis

By Kenn Nesbitt

My goldfish took up tennis.

They installed a little net

at the bottom of their fishtank

for their first official set.

They got tennis balls and racquets.

They got tennis shoes and shorts,

for my fish are fond to tennis

more than any other sports.

It's a funny thing to watch them.

when they practice every day,

as the tennis balls they serve each other

always float away.

The Aliens Have Landed!

By Kenn Nesbitt

The aliens have landed!
It's distressing, but they're here.
They piloted their flying saucer
through our atmosphere.

They landed like a meteor
engulfed in smoke and flame.
Then out they climbed immersed in slime
and burbled as they came.

Their hands are greasy tentacles.
Their heads are weird machines.
Their bodies look like cauliflower
and smell like dead sardines.

Their blood is liquid helium.
Their eyes are made of granite.
Their breath exudes the stench of foods
from some unearthly planet.

And if you want to see these
sickly, unattactive creatures,
you'll find them working in your school;
they all got jobs as teachers!
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  Angelica the Beautiful

by Bruce Lansky

Angelica’s so beautiful,
her teeth are pearly white.
And when she smiles, I turn to mush.
She’s such a stunning sight.
It’s true I have a crush on her,
of that there is no doubt.
That’s why I tease her every day—
so no one will find out.

One day when we walked home from school,
she slipped her hand in mine.
I thought that was sending me
a clear romantic sign.
I smiled and gave her cheek a kiss
to prove my love was true.
That’s when she gave my face a slap.
So now it’s black-and-blue.

Mind Your Manners

by Bruce Lansky 
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Don’t drum on the table.
Don’t play with your food.
Don’t talk while you’re chewing;
it’s terribly rude.

Don’t leave the fridge open.
Don’t slam the screen door.
Don’t throw dirty laundry
all over the floor.

Don’t fight with your brother.
Don’t pull the cat’s tail.
Don’t open your big sister’s
personal mail.

Don’t pester your parents.
Don’t stick out your tongue.
Don’t do what your parents did
when they were young.
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