
4th Grade Poetry Resources – Trinity Academy 

4th grade – 200-350 words 

 

Gently Jesus, Meek and Mild by Charles Wesley 

Sneezles by A.A. Milne 

Somebody’s Mother by Mary Dow Brine  

Excelsior by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

Grandpapa’s Spectacles by Author Unknown  

Johnny Appleseed by Rosemary and Stephen V. Bene 

Manners by Elizabeth Bishop  

O Captain! My Captain! by Walt Whitman  

Thy Will Be Done by Helen Steiner Rice  

The Trial of Derek Drew by Allan Ahlberg  

Castor Oil by Edgar A. Guest 

The Cross Was His Own by Author Unknown  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Gently Jesus, Meek and Mild 

Charles Wesley 

 

Gentle Jesus, Meek and mild, 

Look upon a little child;  

Pity my simplicity,  

Suffer me to come to Thee.  

 

Fain I would to Thee be brought,  

Dearest God, forbid it not;  

Give me, dearest God, a place  

In the Kingdom of Thy grace.  

 

Put Thy hands upon my head,  

Let me in Thine arms be stayed,  

Let me lean upon Thy breast,  

Lull me, lull me, Lord to rest.  

 

Hold me fast in Thine embrace,  

Let me see Thy smiling face,  

Give me, Lord, Thy blessings give,  

Pray for me, and I shall live.  

 

Lamb of God, I look to Thee,  

Thou shalt my example be;  

Thou art gentle, meek, and mild,  

Thou wast once a little child.  

 

Fain I would be as Thou art,  

Give me Thy obedient heart;  

Thou art pitiful and kind,  

Let me have Thy loving mind.  

 

Let me, above all, fulfil  

God my heavenly Father's will,  



Never His good Spirit grieve;  

Only to His glory live.  

 

Thou didst live to God alone,  

Thou didst never seek Thine own,  

Thou Thyself didst never please:  

God was all Thy happiness.  

 

Loving Jesus, gentle Lamb,  

In Thy gracious hands I am;  

Make me, Saviour, what Thou art,  

Live Thyself within my heart.  

 

I shall then show forth Thy praise,  

Serve Thee all my happy days;  

Then the world shall always see  

Christ, the Holy Child, in me.  

 

 

(229 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sneezles 

A.A. Milne 

 

Christopher Robin 

Had wheezles 

And sneezles, 

They bundled him  

Into His bed.  

They gave him what goes  

With a cold in the nose,  

And some more for a cold  

In the head.  

They wondered  

If wheezles  

Could turn  

Into measles,  

If sneezles  

Would turn  

Into mumps;  

They examined his chest  

For a rash,  

And the rest  

Of his body for swelling an d lumps.  

 

They sent for some doctors  

In sneezles  

And wheezles  

To tell them what ought  

To be done.  

All sorts and conditions  

Of famous physicians  

Came hurrying round  

At a run.  

They all made a note  

Of the state of his throat,  



They asked if he suffered from thirst;  

They asked if the sneezles  

Came after the wheezles,  

Or if the first sneezle  

Came first.  

They said, “If you teazle  

A sneezle  

Or wheezle,  

A measle  

May easily grow.  

But humor or pleazle  

The wheezle  

Or sneezle,  

The measle 

Will certainly go.  

 

They expounded the reazles  

For sneezles  

And wheezles,  

The manner of measles  

When new.  

They said, “If he freezles  

In draughts and in breezles,  

The PHTHEEZLES  

 

May even ensue.”  

Christopher Robin  

Got up in the morning,  

The sneezles had vanished away.  

And the look in his eye  

Seemed to say to the sky,  

“Now, how to amuse them today?”  

 

(214 words) 

 



Somebody’s Mother  

Mary Dow Brine  

 

The woman was old and ragged and gray  

And bent with the chill of the winter’s day.  

 

The street was wet with a recent snow 

And the woman’s feet were aged and slow.  

 

She stood at the crossing and waited long  

Alone, uncared for, amid the throng  

 

Of human beings who passed her by  

Nor heeded the glance of her anxious eye.  

 

Down the street, with laughter and shout,  

Glad in the freedom of “school let out,”  

 

Came the boys like a flock of sheep,  

Hailing the snow piled white and deep.  

 

Past the woman so old and gray  

Hastened the children on their way.  

 

Nor offered a helping hand to her—  

So meek, so timid, afraid to stir  

 

Lest the carriage wheels or the horses’s feet  

Should crowd her down in the slippery street.  

 

At last came the merry troop,  

The happiest laddie of all the group;  

 

He paused beside her and whispered low,  

“I’ll help you cross, if you wish to go.”  



 

Her aged hand on his strong arm  

She placed, and so, without hurt or harm,  

 

He guided the trembling feet along,  

Proud that his own were firm and strong.  

 

Then back again to his friends he went,  

His young heart happy and well content.  

 

“She’s somebody’s mother, boys, you know,  

For all she’s aged and poor and slow,  

 

“And I hope some fellow will lend a hand  

To help my mother you understand,  

 

“If ever she’s poor and old and gray,  

When her own dear boy is far away.”  

 

And “somebody’s mother” bowed low her head  

In her home that night, and the prayer she said  

 

Was “God be kind to the noble boy,  

Who is somebody’s son, and pride and joy!”  

 

(286 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Excelsior 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

 

The shades of night were falling fast, 

As through an Alpine village passed  

A youth, who bore, ‘mid snow and ice,  

A banner with the strange device  

          Excelsior!  

 

His brow was sad; his eye beneath,  

Flashed like a faulchian from its sheath,  

And like a silver clarion rung  

The accents of that unknown tongue,  

          Excelsior!  

 

In happy homes he saw the light 

 Of household fires gleam warm and bright;  

Above, the spectral glaciers shone,  

And from his lips escaped a groan,  

          Excelsior!  

 

“Try not the Pass!” the old man said;  

“Dark lowers the tempest overhead,  

The roaring torrent is deep and wide!”  

And loud that clarion voice replied  

          Excelsior!  

 

“O stay,” the maiden said, “and rest  

Thy weary head upon this breast!”  

A tear stood in his bright blue eye,  

but still he answered with a sigh,  

          Excelsior!  

 

“Beware the pine-tree’s withered branch!  

Beware the awful avalanche!” 



 This was the peasant’s last Good-night,  

A voice replied, far up the height,  

          Excelsior!  

 

At break of day, as heavenward  

The pious monks of Saint Bernard  

Uttered the oft-repeated prayer,  

A voice cried through the startled air  

          Excelsior!  

 

A traveler, by the faithful hound,  

Half-buried in the snow was found,  

Still grasping in his hand of ice  

That banner with the strange device  

          Excelsior!  

 

There in the twilight cold and gray,  

Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay,  

And from the sky, serene and far,  

A voice fell, like a falling star,  

          Excelsior!  
 

(238 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Grandpapa’s Spectacles  

Author Unknown  

 

Grandpapa’s spectacles cannot be found;  

He has searched all the rooms, high and low, ‘round and ‘round;  

Now he calls to the young ones, and what does he say?  

“Ten cents for the child who will find them today.”  

 

Then Henry and Nelly and Edward all ran,  

And a most thorough hunt for the glasses began,  

And dear little Nell, in her generous way,  

Said: “I’ll look for them, Grandpa, without any pay.”  

 

All through the big Bible she searches with care  

That lies on the table by Grandpapa’s chair.  

They feel in his pockets, they peep in his hat,  

They pull out the sofa, they shake out the mat.  

 

Then down on all fours, like two good natured bears,  

Go Henry and Ed under tables and chairs,  

‘Til, quite out of breath, Ed is heard to declare  

He believes that those glasses are not anywhere.  

 

But Nelly, who, leaning on Grandpapa’s knee,  

Was thinking most earnestly where they could be,  

Looked suddenly up in the kind, faded eyes,  

And her own shining brown ones grew big with surprise.  

 

She clapped both her hands—all her dimples came out—  

She turned to the boys with a bright roguish shout:  

“You may leave off your looking, both Henry and Ed,  

For there are the glasses on Grandpapa’s head!”  
 

(217 words) 



Johnny Appleseed 

Rosemary and Stephen V. Bene 

 

Of Jonathan Chapman 

Two things are known 

That he loved apples, 

That he walked alone.  

 

At seventy-odd  

He was gnarled as could be.  

But ruddy and sound  

As a good apple tree.  

 

For fifty years over  

Of harvest and dew,  

He planted his apples  

Where no apples grew.  

 

The winds of the prairie  

Might blow through his rags,  

But he carried his seeds  

In the best deerskin bags.  

 

From old Ashtabula  

To frontier Fort Wayne  

He planted and pruned  

And he planted again.  

 

He had not a hat  

To encumber his head.  

He wore a tin pan  

On his white hair instead.  

 

He nested with owl,  



And with bear cub and ‘possum,  

And knew all his orchards,  

Root, tendril and blossom.  

 

A fine old man,  

As ripe as a pippin,  

His heart still light,  

And his step still skipping.  

 

The stalking Indian,  

The beast in its lair  

Did no hurt  

While be was there.  

 

For they could tell,  

As wild things can  

That Jonathan Chapman  

Was God’s own man.  

 

Why did he do it?  

We do not know.  

He wished that apples  

Might root and grow.  

 

He has no statue  

He has no tomb.  

He has his apple trees  

Still in bloom.  

 

Consider, consider,  

Think well upon  

The marvelous story  

Of Appleseed John.  
 

(213 words) 



Manners  

Elizabeth Bishop  

 

My grandfather said to me  

as we sat on the wagon seat,  

"Be sure to remember to always  

speak to everyone you meet."  

 

We met a stranger on foot.  

My grandfather's whip tapped his hat.  

"Good day, sir. Good day. A fine day."  

And I said it and bowed where I sat.  

 

Then we overtook a boy we knew  

with his big pet crow on his shoulder.  

"Always offer everyone a ride;  

don't forget that when you get older,"  

 

my grandfather said. So Willy  

climbed up with us, but the crow  

gave a "Caw!" and flew off. I was worried.  

How would he know where to go?  

 

But he flew a little way at a time  

from fence post to fence post, ahead;  

and when Willy whistled he answered.  

"A fine bird," my grandfather said,  

 

"and he's well brought up. See, he answers  

nicely when he's spoken to.  

Man or beast, that's good manners.  

Be sure that you both always do."  

 

When automobiles went by,  



the dust hid the people's faces,  

but we shouted, "Good day! Good day!  

Fine day!" at the top of our voices.  

When we came to Hustler Hill,  

he said that the mare was tired,  

so we all got down and walked,  

as our good manners required.  
(211 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



O Captain! My Captain!  

Walt Whitman  

 

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,  

The ship has weathered every rack, the prize we sought is won,  

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,  

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;  

     But O heart! heart! heart!  

           O the bleeding drops of red,  

               Where on the deck my Captain lies,  

                    Fallen cold and dead.  

 

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;  

Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills,  

For you bouquets and ribboned wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding,  

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;  

     Here Captain! dear father!  

          This arm beneath your head!  

               It is some dream that on the deck  

                    You've fallen cold and dead.  

 

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,  

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will.  

The ship is anchored safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,  

From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;  

     Exult O shores, and ring O bells!  

          But I, with mournful tread,  

               Walk the deck my Captain lies,  

                    Fallen cold and dead.  
 

(202 words) 

 

 

 



Thy Will Be Done  

Helen Steiner Rice  

 

Do you want what you want when you want it?  

Do you pray and expect a reply?  

And when it’s not instantly answered,  

Do you feel that God passed you by?  

Well, prayers that are prayed in this manner  

Are really not prayers at all,  

For you can’t go to God in a hurry  

And expect Him to answer your call ...  

For prayers are not meant for obtaining  

What we selfishly wish to acquire,  

For God in His wisdom refuses  

The things that we wrongly desire.  

Don’t pray for freedom from trouble,  

Or ask that life’s trials pass you by,  

 

Instead pray for strength and for courage  

To meet life’s “dark hours” and not cry  

That God was not there when you called Him,  

And He turned a deaf ear to your prayer  

And just when you needed Him most,  

He left you alone in despair …  

Wake up! You are missing completely  

The reason and purpose for prayer,  

Which is really to keep us contented  

That God holds us safe in His care.  

And God only answers our pleadings  

When He knows that our wants fill a need,  

And whenever “our will” becomes “His will”  

There is no prayer that God does not heed. 
 

(206 words) 



The Trial of Derek Drew  

Allan Ahlberg  

 

The charges:  

 

Derek Drew:  

For leaving his reading book at home.  

For scribbling his handwriting practice.  

For swinging on the pegs in the cloakroom.  

For sabotaging the girls’ skipping.  

For doing disgusting things with his dinner.  

 

Also charged  

Mrs. Alice Drew (nee Alice Jukes):  

For giving birth to Derek Drew.  

Mr. Dennis Drew:  

For aiding and abetting Mrs. Drew.  

Mrs. Muriel Drew and Mr. Donald Drew;  

For giving birth to Dennis Drew, etc.  

Mrs. Jane Jukes and Mr. Paul Jukes:  

For giving birth to Alice Jukes, etc.  

Previous generations of the Drew and Juke families:  

for being born, etc., etc.  

 

     Witnesses  

‘He’s always forgetting his book.’ Mrs. Pine.  

‘He can write neatly, if he wants to.’ Ditto. 

 ‘I seen him on the pegs, Miss!’  

‘And me!’ ‘And me!’ Friends of the accused.  

‘He just kept jumpin’ in the rope!’ Eight third grade girls.  

In Miss Hodge’s class.  

‘It was disgusting!’ Mrs. Foot (dinner lady).  

 

For the defense  

‘I was never in the cloakroom!’ Derek Drew.  



 

Mitigating circumstances  

 

This boy is ten years old.  

He asks for 386 other charges to be taken into consideration.  

‘He’s not like this at home,’ his mother says.  

 

The verdict:  

Guilty.  

 

The sentence:  

Life!  

And do his handwriting again.  

 
(204 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Castor Oil 

Edgar A. Guest 

 

I don’t mind lickin’s, now an’then,  

An’ I can even stand it when  

My mother calls me in from play  

To run some errand right away.  

There’s things ‘bout bein’just a boy  

That ain’t all happiness a n’joy,  

But I suppose I’ve got to stand  

My share o’ trouble in this land,  

An’ I ain’t kickin’ much—but, say,  

The worst of parents is that they  

Don’t realize just how they spoil  

A feller’s life with castor oil. 

 

Of all the awful stuff, Gee Whiz!  

That is the very worst there is.  

An’ every time if I complain,  

Or say I’ve got a little pain,  

There’s nothing else that they can think  

‘Cept castor oil for me to drink.  

I notice, though, when Pa is ill,  

That he gets fixed up with a pill,  

An’ Pa don’t handle Mother rough  

An’ make her swallow nasty stuff;  

But when I’ve got a little ache,  

It’s castor oil I’ve got to take.  

 

I don’t mind goin’ up to bed  

Afore I get the chapter read;  

I don’t mind bein’ scolded, too,  

For lots of things I didn’t do;  

But, Gee! I hate it when they say,  

“Come! Swallow this—an’ right away!”  



Let poets sing about the joy  

It is to be a little boy,  

I’ll tell the truth about my case:  

The poets here can have my place,  

An’ I will take their life of toil  

If they will take my castor oil.  
 

(242 words) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Cross Was His Own  

Author Unknown  

 

They borrowed a bed to lay His head,  

The Christ the Lord came down;  

They borrowed a donkey in the mountain pass  

For Him to ride to town.  

But the crown that He wore  

And the cross that He bore  

were His own. 

 

He borrowed the bread when the crowd he fed  

On the grassy mountain side;  

He borrowed the dish of broken fish  

With which He satisfied.  

But the crown that He wore  

And the cross that He bore  

were His own.  

He borrowed the ship in which to sit  

To teach the multitude;  

He borrowed the nest in which to rest.  

He had never a home as crude;  

But the crown that He wore  

And the cross that He bore  

were His own.  

 

He borrowed a room on the way to the tomb.  

The passover lamb to eat.  

They borrowed a cave, for Him a grave,  

They borrowed a winding sheet.  

But the crown that He wore  

And the cross that He bore  

were His own.  

 

The thorns on His head were worn in my stead.  



For me the Savior died.  

For guilt of my sin the nails drove in  

When Him they crucified.  

Though the crown that He wore  

And the cross that He bore  

were His own.  

 

They rightly were mine—instead.  

 
(211 words) 

 


