
Hairs  
 
 

Everybody in our family has different hair. My papa’s hair is like 
a broom, all up in the air. And me, my hair is lazy. It never obeys 
barrettes or bands. Carlos’ hair is thick and straight. He doesn’t need 
to comb it. Nenny’s hair is slippery—slides out of your hand. And Kiki, 
who is the youngest, has hair like fur.  

But my mother’s hair, my mother’s hair, like little rosettes, like 
little candy circles all curly and pretty because she pinned it in 
pincurls all day, sweet to put your nose into when she is holding you, 
holding you and you feel safe, is the warm smell of bread before you 
bake it, is the smell when she makes room for you on her side of the 
bed still warm with her skin, and you sleep near her, the rain outside 
falling and Papa snoring. The snoring, the rain, and Mama’s hair that 
smells like bread. 
 
 



How to Eat a Poem 
by Eve Merriam 

 
 

Don't be polite.  
Bite in.  
Pick it up with your fingers and lick the juice 
      that may run down your chin.  
It is ready and ripe now, whenever you are.   
 
You do not need a knife or fork or spoon  
or plate or napkin or tablecloth.   
 
For there is no core  
or stem  
or rind  
or pit  
or seed  
or skin  
to throw away.   

 



THE MAGIC MIRROR 
(A retelling of Snow White) 

Grimm’s Fairy Tales 

 

One winter, when the snowflakes fell from the sky like feathers, a queen sat at a 
window. Her knitting-needle was black, and as she worked and the snow 
glittered, she pricked her finger, and three drops of blood fell into the snow. The 
red spots looked so beautiful in the white snow that the queen thought to herself: 
"Oh, if I only had a little child, I should like it to be as fair as snow, as rosy as the 
red blood, and with hair and eyes as black as ebony." 

Very soon after this the queen had a little daughter who was very fair, had rosy 
cheeks, and hair as black as ebony; and they gave her the name of Snow White. 
But the queen died. 

When Snow White was a year old, the king took another wife. She was so proud 
and vain that she could not endure anyone as beautiful as she. She owned a 
wonderful mirror, and when she stood before it to look at herself she would say: 

"Mirror, mirror on the wall, Am I most beautiful of all?" 

Then the mirror would reply: 

"Young queen, thou are so wondrous fair, 
None can with thee at all compare." 

Then she would go away quite happy, for she knew the magic mirror could speak 
only the truth. 

Years went by, and as Snow White grew up, she became ever more beautiful. 
People began to say that she would be more lovely even than the queen herself. 
So the proud woman went to her magic mirror, and asked: 

"Mirror, mirror on the wall, Am I most beautiful of all?" 

But the mirror answered: 

"Queen, thou are lovely still to see, 
But Snow White will be 
A thousand times more beautiful than thee." 

Then the queen turned green with jealousy. And this jealousy grew every day, 
like a disease, till she had no rest day or night. 

At last she sent for a hunter, who lived near a forest, and said to him, "Hunter, 
take the child out into the woods, and if you bring me some proof that she is 
dead, I will reward you. Never let her appear before my eyes again." 



So the hunter took the child into the woods; but when he took out his hunting-
knife to kill Snow White, she fell on her knees and wept, and said, "Ah, dear 
hunter, leave me my life; I will run away into the wild wood, and never, never 
come home any more." 

She looked so innocent and beautiful as she knelt, that the hunter's heart was 
moved with compassion: "Run away, then, thou poor child," he cried; "I cannot 
harm thee." 

Snow White thanked him so sweetly, and was out of sight in a few moments. 

To satisfy the queen, he took part of the inside of a young fawn, which the wicked 
woman thought was poor little Snow White, and was overjoyed to think she was 
dead. 

But the poor little child, when she found herself alone in the wood, and saw 
nothing but trees and leaves, was frightened. At last she began to run over the 
sharp stones and through the thorns, and though the wild beasts sprang out 
before her, they did her no harm. She ran on as long as she could, and towards 
evening she saw a pretty little house. So she went up to it, and found the door 
open and no one at home. 

It was a tiny little house, but everything in it was so clean and neat. In the middle 
of the room stood a small table, ready for supper. On it were arranged seven little 
plates, seven little spoons, seven little knives and forks, and seven mugs. By the 
wall stood seven little beds. 

Poor Snow White was hungry and thirsty. She ate a few vegetables and a little 
bread from each plate, and drank a little drop of wine from each cup. After this, 
feeling very tired, she thought she would lie down and rest on one of the beds, 
but she found it difficult to choose one. One was too long, another too short; so 
she tried them all till she came to the seventh, and that was so comfortable that 
she laid herself down, and was soon fast asleep. 

When it was dark the masters of the house came home. They were seven little 
dwarfs, who dug and searched in the mountains for minerals. First they lighted 
seven little lamps, and as soon as the room was full of light they saw that some 
one had been there, for everything did not stand in the order in which they had 
left it. 

Then the eldest looked at his bed, and saw Snow White lying there fast asleep. 
He called the others, who came quickly, and cried out in wonder as they saw the 
sleeping child. "Oh, what a beautiful little child!" they said to each other, and were 
so delighted that they would not awaken her, but left her to sleep. 

In the morning, when Snow White awoke, and saw all the dwarfs, she was 
terribly frightened. But they spoke kindly to her, till she lost all fear, and they 
asked her name. 

"I am called Snow White," she replied. 



"But did you come to our house?" asked one. 

Then she told them all that had happened. 

The dwarfs said, "Do you think you could be our little housekeeper, to make the 
beds, cook the dinner, and wash and sew and knit for us, and keep everything 
neat and clean and orderly? If you can, then you shall stay here with us, and 
nobody shall hurt you." 

"Oh yes, I will try," said Snow White. So they let her stay, and she was a clever 
little thing. She managed very well, and kept the house quite clean and in order. 
And while they were gone to work, she got their supper ready, and they were 
very happy together. 

Every morning when they left her, the dwarfs warned Snow White to be careful. 
While the maiden was alone they knew she was in danger, and told her not to 
show herself, for her stepmother would soon find out where she was, and said, 
"Whatever you do, let nobody into the house while we are gone." 

After the wicked queen had proved, as she thought, that Snow White was dead, 
she felt quite satisfied there was no one in the world now likely to become so 
beautiful as herself, so she stepped up to her mirror and asked: 

"Mirror, mirror on the wall, Who is most beautiful of all?" 

To her vexation the mirror replied: 

"Fair queen, at home there is none like thee, 
But over the mountains is Snow White free, 
With seven little dwarfs, who are strange to see; 
A thousand times fairer than thou is she." 

The queen was furious when she heard this, for she knew the mirror was truthful, 
and that the hunter must have deceived her, and that Snow White still lived. So 
she sat and thought over these facts, thinking what would be best to do, for as 
long as she was not the most beautiful woman in the land, her jealousy gave her 
no peace. After a time, she decided what to do.  

She went into a lonely room where no one was allowed to come, and poisoned a 
beautiful apple. Outwardly it looked ripe and tempting, of a pale green with rosy 
cheeks, so that it made everyone's mouth water to look at it, but whoever ate 
even a small piece must die. 

As soon as this apple was ready, the wicked queen, dressed as old woman, went 
over the mountains to the dwarfs' cottage. 

When she knocked at the door, Snow White stretched her head out of the 
window, and said, "I dare not let you in; the seven dwarfs have forbidden me." 

"But I am all right," said the old woman. "I will show you my apples. Are they not 
beautiful? Let me make you a present of one." 



"No, thank you," cried Snow White. 

"What!" cried the woman, "are you afraid it is poisoned? Look here now, I will cut 
the apple in halves; you shall have the rosy-cheek side, and I will eat the other." 

The apple was so cleverly made that only the red side was poisonous. Snow 
White longed so much for the beautiful fruit as she saw the farmer's wife eat one 
half that she could not any longer resist, but stretched out her hand from the 
window and took the poisoned half. But no sooner had she taken one mouthful 
than she fell on the ground dead. 

Then the wicked queen glanced in at the window with a horrible look in her eye, 
and laughed aloud as she exclaimed: 

"White as snow, red as blood, and black as ebony; the dwarfs will not be able to 
awake thee." 

And as soon as she arrived at home, and asked her mirror who was the most 
beautiful in the land, it replied: 

"Fair queen, there is none in all the land 
So beautiful as thou." 

 

The little dwarfs, when they came home in the evening, found poor Snow White 
on the ground; really dead. Yet they tried in every way to restore her; they tried to 
extract the poison from her lips, they combed her hair, and washed it, but all to 
no purpose: the dear child gave no signs of life, and at last they knew she was 
dead. Then they laid her down, and the seven dwarfs seated themselves round 
her, and wept and mourned for three days. They would have buried her then, but 
there was no change in her appearance; her face was as fresh, and her cheeks 
and lips had their usual color. Then said one, "We cannot lay this beautiful child 
in the dark, cold earth." 

So they agreed to have a coffin made entirely of glass, and they wrote in letters 
of gold her name on the lid, and that she was the daughter of a king. They placed 
the coffin on the side of the mountain, and each of them watched it by turns, so 
that it was never left alone. And the birds of the air came near and mourned for 
Snow White; first the owl, then the raven, and at last the dove. It seemed as if 
she slept; for her skin was snow white, her cheeks rosy red, and her hair black as 
ebony. 

One day the son of a king, while riding in the forest, came by chance upon the 
dwarfs' house and asked for a night's lodging. As he left the next morning he saw 
the coffin on the mountainside, with beautiful Snow White lying in it, and read 
what was written upon the lid in letters of gold. 

Then he said to the dwarfs, "Let me have this coffin, and I will give you for it 
whatever you ask." 



But the elder dwarf answered, "We would not give it thee for all the gold in the 
world." 

But the prince answered, "Let me have it as a gift, then. I know not why, but my 
heart is drawn towards this beautiful child, and I feel I cannot live without her. If 
you will let me have her, she shall be treated with the greatest honor and respect 
as one dearly beloved." 

As he thus spoke the good little dwarfs were full of sympathy for him, and gave 
him the coffin. Then the prince called his servants, and the coffin was placed on 
their shoulders, and they carried it away, followed by the king's son, who watched 
it carefully. Now it happened that one of them stumbled. This shook the coffin, 
and caused the poisoned piece of apple, which Snow White had bitten to roll out 
of her mouth. A little while after she suddenly opened her eyes, lifted up the 
coffin-lid, raised herself and was again alive. 

"Oh! Where am I?" she cried. 

Full of joy, the king's son approached her, and said, "Dear Snow White, you are 
safe; you are with me." 

Then he told her all that had happened, and what the little dwarfs had told him 
about her, and said at last, "I love you better than all in the world besides, dear 
little Snow White, and you must come with me to my father's castle and be my 
wife." 
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Bleezer’s Ice Cream 
Jack Prelutsky, 1940 

 
I am Ebenezer Bleezer,  
I run BLEEZER’S ICE CREAM STORE,  
there are flavors in my freezer  
you have never seen before,  
twenty-eight divine creations  
too delicious to resist,  
why not do yourself a favor,  
try the flavors on my list:   
 
COCOA MOCHA MACARONI  
TAPIOCA SMOKED BALONEY  
CHECKERBERRY CHEDDAR CHEW  
CHICKEN CHERRY HONEYDEW  
TUTTI-FRUTTI STEWED TOMATO  
TUNA TACO BAKED POTATO  
LOBSTER LITCHI LIMA BEAN  
MOZZARELLA MANGOSTEEN  
ALMOND HAM MERINGUE SALAMI  
YAM ANCHOVY PRUNE PASTRAMI  
SASSAFRAS SOUVLAKI HASH  
SUKIYAKI SUCCOTASH  
BUTTER BRICKLE PEPPER PICKLE  
POMEGRANATE PUMPERNICKEL  
PEACH PIMENTO PIZZA PLUM  
PEANUT PUMPKIN BUBBLEGUM  
BROCCOLI BANANA BLUSTER  
CHOCOLATE CHOP SUEY CLUSTER  
AVOCADO BRUSSELS SPROUT  
PERIWINKLE SAUERKRAUT  
COTTON CANDY CARROT CUSTARD  
CAULIFLOWER COLA MUSTARD  
ONION DUMPLING DOUBLE DIP  
TURNIP TRUFFLE TRIPLE FLIP  
GARLIC GUMBO GRAVY GUAVA  
LENTIL LEMON LIVER LAVA  
ORANGE OLIVE BAGEL BEET  
WATERMELON WAFFLE WHEAT   
 
I am Ebenezer Bleezer,  
I run BLEEZER’S ICE CREAM STORE,  
taste a flavor from my freezer,  
you will surely ask for more. 
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