
C A T C H  A  F A L L I N G  S T A R  

P A U L  V A N C E  +  L E E  P O C K R I S S  

Catch  a  fa l l ing  s tar  and  put  i t  in  your  pocket
Never  le t  i t  fade  away
Catch  a  fa l l ing  s tar  and  put  i t  in  your  pocket
Save  i t  for  a  ra iny  day

 
For  love  may  come and  tap  you  on  the  shou lder  some s tar less  n ight
Just  in  case  you  fee l  you  want  to  ho ld  her
You' l l  have  a  pocket fu l  o f  s tar l ight

For  when  your  t roub les  s tar t  mul t ip ly ing  and  they  jus t  might
I t ’ s  easy  to  forget  them wi thout  t ry ing
With  jus t  a  pocket  fu l l  o f  s tar l ight  



T H E  C A S T L E - B U I L D E R  

H E N R Y  W A D S W O R T H  L O N G F E L L O W  

A gent le  boy ,  w i th  so f t  and  s i lken  locks ,
      A  dreamy boy ,  w i th  brown and  tender  eyes ,
A  cast le-bu i lder ,  w i th  h i s  wooden  b locks ,
      And  towers  that  touch  imaginary  sk ies .
A  fear less  r ider  on  h i s  fa ther ' s  knee ,
      An  eager  l i s tener  unto  s tor ies  to ld
At  the  Round Table  o f  the  nursery ,
      Of  heroes  and  adventures  mani fo ld .
There  w i l l  be  o ther  towers  for  thee  to  bu i ld ;
      There  w i l l  be  o ther  s teeds  for  thee  to  r ide ;
There  w i l l  be  o ther  legends ,  and  a l l  f i l l ed
      Wi th  greater  marve ls  and  more  g lor i f i ed .
Bu i ld  on ,  and  make  thy  cast les  h igh  and  fa i r ,
      R i s ing  and  reach ing  upward  to  the  sk ies ;
L i s ten  to  vo ices  in  the  upper  a i r ,
      Nor  lose  thy  s imple  fa i th  in  myster ies .



C H I L D R E N  

H E N R Y  W A D S W O R T H  L O N G F E L L O W  

Come to  me,  O  ye  ch i ldren !
      For  I  hear  you  at  your  p lay ,
And  the  quest ions  that  perp lexed  me
      Have  van ished  qu i te  away.
Ye  open  the  eastern  w indows,
      That  look  towards  the  sun,
Where  thoughts  are  s ing ing  swal lows
      And  the  brooks  o f  morn ing  run.
In  your  hearts  are  the  b i rds  and  the  sunsh ine ,
      In  your  thoughts  the  brook let ' s  f low
But  in  mine  i s  the  w ind  o f  Autumn
      And  the  f i r s t  fa l l  o f  the  snow.
Ah!  what  would  the  wor ld  be  to  us
      I f  the  ch i ldren  were  no  more?
We shou ld  dread  the  deser t  beh ind  us
      Worse  than  the  dark  before .
What  the  leaves  are  to  the  fores t ,
      Wi th  the  l ight  and  a i r  for  food,
Ere  the i r  sweet  and  tender  ju ices
      Have  been  hardened  in to  wood,-
That  to  the  wor ld  are  ch i ldren;
      Through  them i t  fee l s  the  g low
Of  a  br ighter  and  sunn ier  c l imate
      Then  reaches  the  t runks  be low.
Come to  me,  O  ye  ch i ldren !
      And  wh isper  in  my  ear
What  the  b i rds  and  w ings  are  s ing ing
      In  your  sunny  atmosphere .
For  what  are  a l l  our  contr i v ings ,
      And  the  w isdom of  our  books ,
When compared  w i th  your  caresses ,
      And  the  g ladness  o f  your  looks?
Ye  are  bet ter  than  a l l  the  ba l lads
      That  ever  were  sung  or  sa id ;
For  ye  are  l i v ing  poems,
      And  a l l  the  res t  are  dead.



I  W A N D E R E D  L O N E L Y  A S  A  C L O U D  

W I L L I A M  W O R D S W O R T H  

I  wandered  lone ly  as  a  c loud
That  f loats  on  h igh  o 'er  va les  and  h i l l s ,
When a l l  a t  once  I  saw a  crowd,
A  host ,  o f  go lden  daf fod i l s ;
Bes ide  the  lake ,  beneath  the  t rees ,
F lut ter ing  and  danc ing  in  the  breeze .

Cont inuous  as  the  s tars  that  sh ine
And tw ink le  on  the  mi lky  way,
They  s t re tched  in  never-end ing  l ine
Along  the  marg in  o f  a  bay:
Ten  thousand  saw I  a t  a  g lance
,
Toss ing  the i r  heads  in  spr ight ly  dance.

The  waves  bes ide  them danced;  but  they
Out-d id  the  spark l ing  waves  in  g lee :
A  poet  cou ld  not  but  be  gay ,
In  such  a  jocund  company:
I  gazed—and gazed—but  l i t t le  thought
What  wea l th  the  show to  me had  brought :

For  o f t ,  when  on  my couch  I  l i e
In  vacant  or  in  pens ive  mood,
They  f lash  upon  that  inward  eye
Which  i s  the  b l i s s  o f  so l i tude;
And  then  my heart  w i th  p leasure  f i l l s ,
And  dances  w i th  the  daf fod i l s .


