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Today Is Your Lucky Day

by Bruce Lansky



Today on your birthday
consider your luck.
You could have been born
as a pig, cow, or duck. 

You could have been born
crying oink, quack, or moo.
You’re lucky you didn’t
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Thank You 

by Goldie Olszynko Gryn



Thank you for the birthday cake (it tasted like my socks).
Thank you for the birthday gift (at least I liked the box).
Thank you for the birthday song (you yelled into my ear).
Thank you for the birthday punch (left over from last year).
Thank you, Mom, and thank you, Dad, and thank you, Brother Ben.
I’ll thank you now for never ever doing this again!
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Happy Birthday to Me

by Bruce Lansky


Happy birthday to me.
I like what I see!
There’s plenty of junk food,
and the presents are free! 
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Birthday Rules

by Bruce Lansky  



Don’t invite your friends who haven’t learned to use the potty.
Changing diapers, certainly, will drive your mother dotty. 

Don’t complain when Grandpa Gus gives you a birthday kiss.
If you’re bothered by his beard, just dodge so he will miss. 

Don’t spill cake and ice cream on your sister’s brand-new dress.
Do not start a food fight; you will have to clean the mess.
Don’t try to pin the donkey tail on your fat uncle Fred.
Don’t ask Auntie Jane’s new boyfriend when they plan to wed. 

If you get a gift you hate, remember not to swear.
Do not cry when Grandma gives you purple underwear. 

If you follow all these rules, your birthday fun will double.
And if you disobey them, you will be in lots of trouble. 
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Birthday Wishes

by Bruce Lansky 



I wish for peace.
I wish for knowledge.
I wish my (brother/sister)
would leave for college. Happy Birthday to Me! 
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Dear Aunt Francis

by Marilyn Helmer  



Dear Aunt Francis: 

Thank you for the finger paints.
I like your gift so much!
I’ve painted everything in sight.
I’ve got the artist’s touch. 

I’ve painted murals on the walls,
I’ve painted my dog, Rover,
Mom’s exercycle, Dad’s new shoes.
I’ve still got paint left over. 

And here’s good news, Aunt Francis.
Mom says that I can stay
at your house any time I want
and finger-paint all day! 

See you real soon,

Your loving nephew,
Vincent
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What You Were Like When You Were Born
by Bruce Lansky



When you were born
you looked so cute
all dressed up in
your birthday suit. 

Before you had
been home a week
we noticed that
you’d sprung a leak. 

You slept all day
and cried all night—
as soon as we turned off the light.

To keep you quiet
in your bed
we stuck a diaper
on your head. 
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The Birthday



Happy Birthday to you!
Happy Birthday to you!
Happy Birthday, dear Carmen!
Happy Birthday to you!
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On the Day That I Was Born

by Bruce Lansky  



On the day that I was born,
My father was so proud.
No other baby in its crib
could scream and cry so loud. 

No other baby kicked its covers
to the nursery floor.
No other baby drank its milk
then yelled, “I want some more!” 

And when I messed my diapers,
nurses rang the fire bell.
Then firemen with hoses
would spray the nursery well. 

I would have been so boring—
so quiet and well-bred,
if the clumsy doctor hadn’t
dropped me on my head. 
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Birthdays

Ogden Nash


My birthdays take so long to start,
They come along a year apart.
It's worse than waiting for a bus;
I fear I used to fret and fuss,
But now, when by impatience vexed,
Between one birthday and the next,
I think of all that I have seen
That keeps on happening in between.
The songs I've heard, the things I've done,
Make my un-birthdays not so un-.
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Birthdays

Ogden Nash


Everything's been different
   All the day long,
Lovely things have happened,
   Nothing has gone wrong.
Nobody has scolded me, 
   Everyone has smiled.
Isn't it delicious
   To be a birthday child?

