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1.  Kuskin, Karla.  SOAP SOUP AND OTHER VERSES.  HarperCollins Publishers, 1992.
The poetry in this book is written from the perspective of a young child making discoveries about lots of things around the house and outside too.   Some of her poems are spaced around her illustrations; some of the poems are one sentence.  All of the poems are untitled.
This is an endearing poetry book.  Some of the poems are funny, some a little nonsensical.  I especially like the poems in the book that show nice little flashes of insight; this one on page 40 is my favorite.  Even though it is written from a child’s perspective, it describes how I feel, even as an adult: 

There is a me inside of me,

inside

the outside me

you see.

I was impressed with her ability to surprise the reader with poems so short, like this one from page 30; it starts out silly, and ends up a little heartbreaking:

I am making soup

of soap.

James will drink it up

I hope.

I have not been friends with James

since he called me all those names.

2.  Merriam, Eve.  YOU BE GOOD & I’LL BE NIGHT.  Ill. Karen Lee Schmidt. William Morrow & Co., Inc., 1988.

This book of poetry is subtitled “Jump-on-the-Bed Poems”, and almost all of them do have bouncing rhythms to inspire a child to jump and hop.   These poems focus on the things that children notice and get excited about; like finding “a little stone round as the moon”.   The poems are untitled and the pages are not numbered.

This book of poems kind of grew on me.  This poet didn’t have the same sort of  immediate effect on me that Karla Kuskin did, but the more I read Eve Merriam’s poems, the more I liked them.  I noticed in reading some of the poems, that a change in the rhythm could change the effect.  Consider this one, which I think is my favorite poem in this book:

You’re my turtle, 

you’re my dove, 

coo-coo,

you’re the one I love.

You’re my safety,

you’re my pin,

hold me close 

and fasten me in.

You’re my jumping,

you’re my jack,

wherever you go,

you always come back.

I thought this poem very sweet and tender when I first read it.  Then I chanted it as if I were jumping on the bed or jumping rope, and the tenderness seemed lost.  
Eve Merriam’s poems are good examples of the textbook’s statement that “Making words do new work is one of the poet’s greatest talents”
.  She plays with words, separating compound words,  as in the title poem and in other poems,  like this excerpt: 
A nanny for a goat,

an over for a coat

an under for a wear,

a case for a stair.

3. Fisher, Aileen.  ALWAYS WONDERING.  Ill. Joan Sandin.  HarperCollins Publisher, 1991.
This book is the author’s selection of some of her most requested poems.  They are grouped under four different headings; the illustrations are only at the beginning of each group.  These poems largely reflect the idea of wondering about things; indeed the word “wonder” is in many of the poems.   The second group, “Suddenly” has poems about holidays throughout the year.  

I like this book of poems.  A few of the poems sounded familiar, I think Aileen Fisher poems must be quoted often; I know I have heard this excerpt from “After a Bath” before:

Just think how much 

less time I’d take

if I were a dog

and could shake, shake, shake.

I think this poet is very good at imagery.  I like her poems about birds, especially “Winter Birds” on page 4, because I never thought about –never knew about --feeding the birds until I was in my 40’s:

I can’t go visit a snowbird-

I don’t know where he stays.

I can’t go visit a chickadee-

he has such flitty ways.

I can’t go visit a blue jay

atop a snowy tree.

And so I scatter seeds around

and have them visit ME.

I wonder how it will be different for my children, because they are growing up with two parents who religiously keep the bird feeders stocked and who get all excited watching different kinds of birds flock to our deck throughout the seasons.

I also like the poet’s use of words and Valentine imagery in this poem, “Valentine’s Day”, which I choose as my favorite of this book:

The aspens and the maples now

have lacy frost on every bough.

And through the woods the shadows go,

writing verses on the snow.

The tops of weeds are sealed up

tight in little envelopes of white.

And listen! in the frosty pines

snowbirds twitter Valentines.

4. Myra Cohn Livingston.  FLIGHTS OF FANCY AND OTHER POEMS.  MacMillan Publishing Co.,  1994.
This is a collection of 40 poems, ranging in subject and style, to include haiku.  Interspersed throughout these poems, some imaginative, some realistic, are poems of longing for somebody who has gone away.   These poems would appeal to middle-schoolers and older.

This is a very effective book of poems; I feel a little sad after reading it.  But I want to find more of her collections.  I can not easily and quickly sum up this collection, because some poems rhymed and some didn’t, some had a special form, others didn’t, some were funny but most of them tugged at my heart.  I liked her “Highway Haiku” on p. 21, and I don’t really like haiku:
  Wild branches, spilling

over to concrete wall, reach

  out to touch the bus…

                                        Leaning against each

                                     other comfortably, birch

                                        watch down the highway…

   Hemlocks build themselves

their own dark houses, their own

    tall secret castles…

                                         Pines, tamed by fences,

                                      pop their heads over to look

                                         out at the traffic…

   One willow escapes

to sun herself on the soft

    grasses of summer…

I think it’s something about that last verse that just gets to me.  There is also a poem,  “Great-Grandmother”, p. 20, that in just a few short lines tell us many things about an old woman.

I was intrigued by her poems that start with the narrator sketching a picture that seems to become real life, as in “In This Picture”, page 27, and “The Picture Place”, page 37.  In both poems I think she is talking to the person who went away, whom she misses very much.  (In the interests of keeping this response manageable, I am not typing out these two poems, nor the Great-Grandmother poem.)  I am hard pressed to pick a favorite from this book, but I want to share the last one, called “Watching TV”, p.40.  Most of her poems have titles that are intrinsically and intimately connected to the poem, in an obvious way, but the connection here seemed much more subtle:

WATCHING TV

I put 

myself into

the stormy gray ocean,
in a leaky boat beginning

to sink

where I have no water

left to drink, nor food to

eat, but suddenly, I spy you,

waving

to me

from a big ship,

sending out a rescue 

crew to save me, and make me safe

once more.

I think that even while watching TV, she is thinking of that person who has gone away, the person who visits the poems throughout this book.  

5. Esbensen, Barbara Juster.  DANCE WITH ME.  Ill. Megan Lloyd.  HarperCollins Publisher, 1995.

Also:  ECHOES FOR THE EYE.  Ill. Helen K. Davie.  HarperCollins Publishers, 1996.
The first book, “Dance With Me”, is a poem about the dancers found everywhere—the wind, the lightning, a basketball player, a baby, flowers, even dust.   Although I did not connect with this poet like I did with some of the other poets listed above, I especially liked her poems about people:

Gardener

Bend

straighten

fast

slow

she’s

teaching

a stiff little dance

to the hoe

Back

forth

push

pull

the

bucket of weeds

is nearly full

earth

hums

bees

know

zinnias

daisies

pansies

grow

to the sunlit rhythm

of Mother’s hoe

I can hear the melody of this dance as I read the words, and the form of the poem somehow suggests the short strokes of a hoe.

The 2nd book,  “Echoes for the Eye”, celebrates patterns found in nature, and inspires the reader to look for these patterns and to think a little differently and maybe even a little deeper about wondrous patterns found in the world.  For example, in one poem in the section titled “Circles”, a circle of musk oxen “is the shape of safety” against wolves, and the poet compares it to a compass rose (p.28).

The book jacket tells the reader that the author and the illustrator had collaborated for years, initially on three earlier books of Esbensen’s poetry, and later on patterns, sending each other pictures and poetry.  This book is a beautiful souvenir of their shared passion for patterns.
� Temple, C., Martinez, M., Yokota, J., & Naylor, A. (2002). Children's books in children's hands. 2nd ed. Boston: Allyn and Bacon. p.256





