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Daddy Forgets My Name

by Bruce Lansky 



My daddy calls me sweetie pie.
He calls me honey bunny.
He also calls me poopsie,
which I think is kind of funny. 

My daddy calls me sugarplum,
and also sleepyhead.
My silly dad forgets my name
when he tucks me into bed.
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Magic Show

by Robert Pottle 



I’m going to a magic show.
There is a trick I hope they know.
So I’ll go with my sister dear
and hope they make her disappear.
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My Brother's Bear
by Bruce Lansky 



My baby brother has a bear
that travels with him everywhere.
He never lets the bear from sight.
He hugs it in his crib at night. 

And when my brother’s diaper smells,
the name of the bear is what he yells.
Which is a clever thing to do
because my brother named him Pooh. 
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Turn Off the TV!
by Bruce Lansky



My father gets quite mad at me;
my mother gets upset—
when they catch me watching
our new television set. 

My father yells, "Turn that thing off!"
Mom says, "It’s time to study."
I’d rather watch my favorite TV show
with my best buddy.

I sneak down after homework
and turn the set on low.
But when she sees me watching it,
my mother yells out, "No!"
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Nicknames
 

by Kenn Nesbitt 



My aunt calls me "Elizabeth."
My grandma calls me "Liz."
My sister calls me "Lisa,"
and the baby calls me "Wiz." 

My uncle calls me "Betty,"
while my grandpa calls me "Beth."
My brother calls me "Dizzy Liz"
or sometimes "Lizard Breath."

My teacher calls me "Betsy,"
and my friends all call me "Bess."
I find these nicknames more annoying
than you’d ever guess.

I wish they would call me 
by my real name instead.
I simply hate those nicknames;
see, my real name is Fred.
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Still Growing
by Bruce Lansky 



“My how you’ve grown,”
said my Auntie Sue.
I looked at her waist and said,
“So have you.” 
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My Parents Are Pretending
 

by Ted Scheu 



I’m pretty sure my parents are
pretending they are sick.
I know because I taught them both
to do that little trick. 

You blow your nose and hold your head
and claim your brain is breaking.
And so, a pro like me would know
my folks are clearly faking.

A little thing I learned in school
convinced me I am right.
My parents are supposed to meet
my principal tonight.
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The Skateboard

by Willard R. Espy 



My Daddy has bought me a skateboard;
he tried it out first at the store.
And that is the reason why Mommy
says Daddy can’t walk any more. 
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Talented Family

by Kenn Nesbitt



My family’s very talented;
I’m certain you’ll agree.
We each possess a special skill
That anyone can see. 

My brother’s good at burying
his finger up his nose.
My sister’s good at covering
her room with dirty clothes.

My father’s good at eating soup
in big, disgusting slurps.
My mother’s good at cutting loose
with record-breaking burps.

Our dog is good at piddling
in the backseat of the car.
The baby’s good at putting
Pop-Tarts in the VCR.

Myself, I’m good at sleeping late
and making lots of noise
and cluttering the living room
with comic books and toys.

So though we’re very talented,
I’m sad to say it’s true:
We’re only good at doing things
we’re not supposed to do.

 


