
 

 

January Poetry Masters 
The challenge is for students to memorize one 
poem and recite it to the poetry listeners on 
January 29th.  

Students who correctly memorize and recite a 
poem will receive a Poetry Masters prize and see 
their names in the Comet Courier! In addition, our 
“POET-TREE” in the school will showcase the 
names of participants as well as original poetry! 
Come ready to recite your poem on January 29th!  

Options for recitation: 

1. Choose a poem from this Poetry Masters’ Flyer, 
from their class poetry units, or a favorite poem of 
their own but must bring a copy of the poem. 

2. Students may write their own original poem 
beforehand and recite it from memory. Please 
bring a copy to school with a parent’s signature.  

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

POEMS FOR GRADES 1 & 2 
 

(there are 3 poems to choose from on this side of the 
page) 

 
 
Snow Ball 
 
I made myself a snowball  
as perfect as could be 
I thought I’d keep it as a pet  
and let it sleep with me. 
 
I made it some pajamas  
and a pillow for its head. 
Then, last night it ran away 
But first –it wet the bed! 
 
   -Shel Silverstein 
 
 
 
A Blank White Page 
 
A blank white page 
is a meadow 
after a snowfall 
that a poem 
hopes to cross 
 

-Francisco X. Alarcon 
 
 
In January 
 
In January 
it’s so nice 
while slipping 
on the sliding ice 
to sip hot chicken soup  
with rice. 
Sipping once 
sipping twice. 
Sipping chicken soup 
with rice. 

-Maurice Sendak 



 
 
 
POEMS FOR GRADES 3- 5: 
 
 
Little January: 
 
Little January 
Tapped at my door today. 
And said , “Put on your winter wraps, 
And come outdoors to play.” 
 
Little January 
Is always full of fun; 
Today we coasted down the hill, 
Until the set of sun. 
 
Little January 
Will stay a month with me 
And we will have such jolly times – 
Just come along and see. 
   

-Winnifred C. Marshall 
 
 
 
Last Night I Dreamed of Chickens 
 
Last night I dreamed of chickens, 
there were chickens everywhere, 
they were standing on my stomach, 
they were nesting in my hair, 
they were pecking at my pillows, 
they were hopping on my head, 
they were ruffling up their feathers 
as they raced about my bed. 
 
They were on the chairs and tables, 
they were on the chandeliers, 
they were roosting in the corners, 
they were clucking in my ears, 
there were chickens, chickens, chickens, 
for as far as I could see… 
when I woke today I noticed 
There were eggs on top of me. 
 
  -Jack Prelutsky 

 
 
 
 
The Perfect Cup of Cocoa 
 
The perfect cup of cocoa 
Is rich and chocolatey, 
And always warm, but not too hot- 
A steaming chocolate sea. 
 
The surface is enclosed beneath 
A thick marshmallow mound, 
Which melts into a gooey cloud 
Without the slightest sound. 
 
A whipped cream swirl extends beyond 
The surface of the cup, 
And chocolate sprinkles add 
The perfect touch to dress it up. 
 
The perfect cup of cocoa 
Is like an old best friend- 
It’s warm, it’s sweet, it’s such a treat 
And yummy till the end. 
 
  -Barbara Vance 
 
 

 


