
Quarter 3 Kindergarten Enrichment Poems 
 

 
Week 18 

“Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening” 
Whose woods these are I think I know. 

His house is in the village though; 
He will not see me stopping here 

To watch his woods fill up with snow. 
 

My little horse must think it queer 
To stop without a farmhouse near. 

Between the woods and frozen lake 
The darkest evening of the year. 

 
He gives his harness bells a shake 

To ask if there is some mistake. 
The only other sound’s the sweep 

Of easy wind and downy flake. 
 

The woods are lovely, dark, and deep, 
But I have promises to keep, 

And miles to go before I sleep, 
And miles to go before I sleep. 

~Robert Frost 
 

 
Week 19 

“Old Song” 
Haste thee, Winter, haste away! 
Far too long has been thy stay. 

 
 

Week 20 
“The Frost Spirit” 

He comes, he comes, the Frost Spirit comes! You may trace his footsteps now 
On the naked woods and the blasted fields and the brown hill’s withered brow. 

He has smitten the leaves of the gray old trees where their pleasant green came forth, 
And the winds, which follow wherever he goes, have shaken them down to earth. 

~John Greenleaf Whittier 
 

 
 



Week 21 
“Old Song” 

Haste thee, Winter, haste away! 
Far too long has been thy stay. 

 
Week 22 

“Around the World” 
In go-cart so tiny 
My sister I drew; 

And I’ve promised to draw her 
The wide world through. 

 
We have not yet started– 

I own it with sorrow– 
Because our trip’s always 

Put off till tomorrow. 
~Kate Greenaway 

 
 

Week 23 
Poetry from The Frogs and Toads All Sang 

A sunny day 
Is made for toads 
To play and leap 

Down dusty roads. 
A rainy day is made for frogs 

To swim in swamps 
And under logs. 
In weather gray  

Or weather bright, 
For some, the day 
Will be just right. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Week 24 

“School is Over”? 
School is over, 
Oh, what fun! 

Lessons finished, 
Play begun. 

Who’ll run fastest, 
You or I? 

Who’ll laugh loudest? 
Let us try. 

~Kate Greenaway 
 
 
 

Week 25 
“The Lizard” 

The Lizard is a timid thing 
That cannot dance or fly or sing; 

He hunts for bugs beneath the floor 
And longs to be a dinosaur. 

~John Gardner 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


