
	  



	  



	  



	  



Danny	  O'Dare	  
	  

Danny	  O'Dare,	  the	  dancin'	  bear,	  
Ran	  away	  from	  the	  County	  Fair,	  
Ran	  right	  up	  to	  my	  back	  stair	  

And	  thought	  he'd	  do	  some	  dancin'	  there.	  
He	  started	  jumpin'	  and	  skippin'	  and	  kickin',	  
He	  did	  a	  dance	  called	  the	  Funky	  Chicken,	  

He	  did	  the	  Polka,	  he	  did	  the	  Twist,	  
He	  bent	  himself	  into	  a	  pretzel	  like	  this.	  

He	  did	  the	  Dog	  and	  the	  Jitterbug,	  
He	  did	  the	  Jerk	  and	  the	  Bunny	  Hug.	  
He	  did	  the	  Waltz	  and	  the	  Boogaloo,	  

He	  did	  the	  Hokey-‐Pokey	  too.	  
He	  did	  the	  Bop	  and	  the	  Mashed	  Potata,	  
He	  did	  the	  Split	  and	  the	  See	  Ya	  Later.	  
And	  now	  he's	  down	  upon	  one	  knee,	  

Bowin'	  oh	  so	  charmingly,	  
And	  winkin'	  and	  smilin'-‐-‐it's	  easy	  to	  see	  
Danny	  O'Dare	  wants	  to	  dance	  with	  me.	  

 
 
	  
	  



Diving Board 
 
 
 
You’ve been up on that diving board 
 
Making sure that it’s nice and straight. 
 
You’ve made sure that it’s not too slick. 
 
You’ve made sure it can stand the weight. 
 
You’ve made sure that the spring is tight. 
 
You’ve made sure that the cloth won’t slip. 
 
You’ve made sure that it bounces right, 
 
And that your toes can get a grip— 
 
And you’ve been up there since half past five 
 
Doin’ everything . . . but DIVE. 



	  



	  



	  



	  



	  



	  



	  



	  



	  



	  



	  



	  



No Difference 
by Shel Silverstein 

 
Small as a peanut, ��� 
Big as a giant, ��� 
We're all the same size ��� 
When we turn off the light. ������ 
 
Rich as a sultan, ��� 
Poor as a mite, ��� 
We're all worth the same ��� 
When we turn off the light. 
 
������Red, black or orange, ��� 
Yellow or white, ��� 
We all look the same ��� 
When we turn off the light. ������ 
 
So maybe the way ��� 
To make everything right 
���Is for God to just reach out ��� 
And turn off the light! 



	  



	  



	  



One	  Inch	  Tall	  
by	  Shel	  Silverstein	  
	  
If	  you	  were	  only	  one	  inch	  tall,	  you'd	  ride	  a	  worm	  to	  school.	  
The	  teardrop	  of	  a	  crying	  ant	  would	  be	  your	  swimming	  pool.	  
A	  crumb	  of	  cake	  would	  be	  a	  feast	  
And	  last	  you	  seven	  days	  at	  least,	  
A	  flea	  would	  be	  a	  frightening	  beast	  
If	  you	  were	  one	  inch	  tall.	  
	  
If	  you	  were	  only	  one	  inch	  tall,	  you'd	  walk	  beneath	  the	  door,	  
And	  it	  would	  take	  about	  a	  month	  to	  get	  down	  to	  the	  store.	  
A	  bit	  of	  fluff	  would	  be	  your	  bed,	  
You'd	  swing	  upon	  a	  spider's	  thread,	  
And	  wear	  a	  thimble	  on	  your	  head	  
If	  you	  were	  one	  inch	  tall.	  
	  
You'd	  surf	  across	  the	  kitchen	  sink	  upon	  a	  stick	  of	  gum.	  
You	  couldn't	  hug	  your	  mama,	  you'd	  just	  have	  to	  hug	  her	  thumb.	  
You'd	  run	  from	  people's	  feet	  in	  fright,	  
To	  move	  a	  pen	  would	  take	  all	  night,	  
(This	  poem	  took	  fourteen	  years	  to	  write-‐-‐	  
'Cause	  I'm	  just	  one	  inch	  tall).	  
	  
 



	  



Recipe For a 
Hippopotamus Sandwich 

 
 
A hippo sandwich is easy to make. 
All you do is simply take 
One slice of bread, 
One slice of cake, 
Some mayonnaise, 
One onion ring, 
One hippopotamus, 
One piece of string, 
A dash of pepper-- 
That ought to do it. 
And now comes the problem... 
Biting into it! 



	  



	  



	  



	  



	  



	  



	  



	  



The Loser 
 
Mama said I'd lose my head ��� 
If it wasn't fastened on. ��� 
 
Today I guess it wasn't ��� 
 
'Cause while playing with my cousin ��� 
It fell off and rolled away ��� 
And now it's gone. ������ 
And I can't look for it ��� 
'Cause my eyes are in it, ��� 
And I can't call to it ��� 
'Cause my mouth is on it ��� 
(Couldn't hear me anyway ��� 
'Cause my ears are on it), ��� 
Can't even think about it ��� 
'Cause my brain is in it. ��� 
So I guess I'll sit down ���on this rock ��� 
And rest for just a minute... 



	  



	  



Tryin' On Clothes 
 
I tried on the farmer's hat,                                                    
Didn't fit... 
A little too small -- just a bit 
Too floppy. 
Couldn't get used to it, 
Took it off. 
 
I tried on the dancer's shoes,                                        ��� 
A little too loose. ��� 
Not the kind you could use ��� 
For walkin'. 
Didn't feel right in 'em,  
���Kicked 'em off. 
 
I tried on the summer sun, ��� 
Felt good. ��� 
Nice and warm -- knew it would. 
 
���Tried the grass beneath bare feet, ��� 
Felt neat. ��� 
Finally, finally felt well dressed, 
���Nature's clothes fit me best. 
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