MORE POEMS
FOR CHILDREN
TO ENJOY

AND TEACHERS TOO!

BY

ELEANOR MCLEOD



Coovriaht © 2005-2010 bv Eleanor Mc Leod.

All riahts reserved. Printed in the United Kinadom and/or the USA. No part
of this publication mav be reoroduced. stored in a retrieval svstem. or
transmitted. in anv form or bv anv means. electronic. mechanical. photo-

copvina. recordina. or otherwise. without the orior written nermission of the

publisher and/or the author: except in the case of reviewers who mav auote
brief passaaes in a review.

More Poems For Children To Eniov - And Adults Too!
ISBN-13: 978-0-906628-19-2
Published bv CheckPoint Press. Ireland

Check®Point Press

Books With Something to Say..

CHECKPOINT PRESS. DOOAGH. ACHILL ISLAND. CO. MAYO.
REPUBLIC OF IRELAND
TEL: 098 43779
EMAIL: EDITOR@CHECKPOINTPRESS.COM

WEBSITE: WWW.CHECKPOINTPRESS.COM



POEMS FOR CHILDREN TO ENJOY

Eleanor McLeod

Following the enthusiastic recention for her first
collection of poems. Eleanor MclLeod has now
written this second book. full of poems for the
Autumn. Soring and Summer terms as well as a livelv
selection on a varietv of subiects. which will certainlv
be useful for teachers as well as annealine to her voung
readers who have alreadv enioved the rhvmes and
structures. use of words and images of her imaginative
Verse.

A review in “SPEECH & DRAMA”. the iournal of
the Societv of Teachers of Sneech and Drama. of the
first book said:

“...a delightful selection of verse...thev are
immenselv accessible. written with simnle claritv and
with the maioritv in a rhvmine format and with
metrical form. Thev are indeed for children to eniov
....having some neat insights and observations. (She)
has a sharp ear for the wav children respond to poetrv.
conseauentlv thev should be read aloud to be fullv
appreciated. not iust at school but in the familv.”

So. here is the second collection!
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POEMS

FOR THE AUTUMN TERM




Eleanor McLeod

REOUIEM FOR SUMMER

So it seems that Summer’s dvine.
Her last easns send leaves a-flvine.
But the sunshine still is flowing
And her rosv cheeks are elowing
As she faces Autumn’s chill.

So it seems that Summer’s endine.
Thinlv clad her bodv’s trembline.
Warming at the bonfire’s bold blaze.
Burning memories of the old davs
On a far and smoking hill.

So we sense that Summer’s travels
As her flowered gown unravels.
Are now ending with the omen

Of the Winter’s icv bowmen
Loosing arrows 1n the air.

But we know in Summer’s slumber
Through the cold davs. dark and sombre.
She’ll be dreaming of returning

Once the Soring is brieht and ereening
And the skv is blue and fair.



Poems for the Autumn Term

NEW TERM

Back to school.
In a new class.
Those holidavs
Flew bv fast!
New timetable.
And teachers too.
When'’s the next
Holidav due?
Harder work now.
More to learn.
Will it be long
Until half term?
Get confused.
Where am I next?
Going to trv to
Do mv best.

So manv thinegs
To remember.
End of term

Is December!




Eleanor McLeod
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AUTUMN ANIMALS

Autumn is a tawnv lion

With a shagev mane.

And roaring as the stormv wind
Shakes out showers of rain.

Autumn is a golden eagle
Soreadinge its flecked wings.
Fluttering with each leaf that vet
On branches bare still clines.

Autumn is a bie brown bear

Shuffline throueh the beds

Of flowers and shrubs of Summer time.
Ruffling un their heads.

Autumn is a russet fox

Whiskine furrv tail

With tip of white that soon will bring
Winter’s snow and hail.



Poems for the Autumn Term

EXOTIC HARVEST

We all are different in looks and size.

With our colour of hair and shades of eves.
And the fruit that we bring for Harvest todav

Is different. like us. in so manv wavs.

The curving vellow of a banana

Is like the moon in the skies of Jamaica.

Snikv pineannoles that are gold and brown

Wear nroudlv their sharp Caribbean crown.
While the round. ereen melons with flesh of red
Reflect the flowers of their tronical bed.

Then oranges. lemons and taneerines

Are like Mediterranean suns it seems.

While the sweetest neaches that blush with nink
Are a little bit like me I like to think!

Rosv annles from the orchards of Kent

Or eolden delicious from France are sent.

Then berries are black. and purnle the nlums.
We brine them together when Harvest comes.
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THE HARVEST OF THE SENSES

To watch the rinenine wheat grow tall
And carpet all the fields with gold:

To see it waving in the breeze

That foretells Winter’s cold:

To gaze unon a flaming skv.

As Summer’s eve ends in a blaze

Is to sense the iov of Harvest.

A iov to keen.- amazed.

To smell the tang of woodsmoke now
Softlv lingerine 1in the air:

The fresh. sweet scent of new mown hav
As fields are strinned and bare:

To smell the warm deliciousness

Of crisp bread bakine. waftine there.

Is to sense the iov of Harvest.

A 1ov to keen. to share.

To hear the old tractor rumble
Throueh the whisperine corn so high.
The strident call of hovering crow
That whirls and swoons close bv:
The children’s laughter echoing
Beneath the gentle evening skv.

Is to sense the 1ov of Harvest.

A 1ov to keep close bv.
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