Poems for Modeling Desired Behaviors
"A Poem Missing the Word, Woulda,"

A nod,

a bow,

and a tip of the lid to the person
who coulda and shoulda and did.

~Robert Brault,

“MR. MEANT-TO”

Mr. Meant-To has a comrade,
And his name is Didn’t Do;

Have you ever chanced to meet them?
Did they ever call on you?

These two fellows live together
In the house of Never-Win,

And I’'m told that it is haunted

By the ghost of Might-Have-Been.

- Author Unknown

THE SCULPTOR

| took a piece of plastic clay

And idly fashioned it one day,
And as my fingers pressed it, still
It bent and yielded to my will.

| came again, when days were passed,
The bit of clay was hard at last,

The form | gave it, still it bore,

But | could change that form no more.

Then | took a piece of living clay

And gently formed it, day by day

And molded with my power and art,

A young child’s soft and yielding heart.



| came again when years were gone,
It was a man | looked upon.

He still that early impress bore,

And | could change it, nevermore.

Author Unknown

THE LITTLE CHAP WHO FOLLOWS ME

A careful man | ought to be;

A little fellow follows me;

| do not dare to go astray

For fear he’ll go the self-same way.

| must not madly step aside,

Where pleasure’s paths are smooth and wide,
And join in wine’s red revelry-

A little fellow follows me.

| cannot once escape his eyes:
Whate’er he sees me do he tries-
Like me, he says, he’s going to be;
The little chap who follows me.

And then, at last, to be a man;

To fall in love, to woo, to wed;

With seething brain to scheme and plan;
To gather gold, or toil for bread;

To sue for fame, with tongue or pen;

To gain or lose the prize; and then;-

And then in gray and wrinkled old,

To mourn the speed of life’s decline;
To praise the scenes his youth beheld,
And dwell in memory of Lang Syne’
To dream awhile with darkened ken,
Then drop into his grave; and then;-

John G. Saxe



THE MAN IN THE GLASS

When you get what you want in your struggle for self
And the world makes you king for a day

Just go to the mirror and look at yourself

And see what that man has to say.

For it isn’t your father, or mother, or wife

Whose judgment upon you must pass

The fellow whose verdict counts most in your life
Is the one staring back from the glass.

He’s the fellow to please — never mind all the rest

For he’s with you, clear to the end

And you’ve passed your most difficult, dangerous test
If the man in the glass is your friend.

You may fool the whole world down the pathway of years
And get pats on the back as you pass

But your final reward will be heartache and tears

If you’ve cheated the man in the glass.

Peter Dale Wimbrow Sr.

PEOPLE LIKED HIM

People liked him, not because
He was rich or known to fame;
He had never won applause
As a star in any game.

His was not a brilliant style,
His was not a forceful way,
But he had a gentle smile

And a kindly word to say.
Never arrogant or proud,
On he went with manner mild;



Never quarrelsome or loud,
Just as simple as a child;
Honest, patient, brave and true:
Thus he lived from day to day,
Doing what he found to do

In a cheerful sort of way.

Wasn't one to boast of gold

Or belittle it with sneers,

Didn't change from hot to cold,

Kept his friends throughout the years,
Sort of man you like to meet

Any time or any place.

There was always something sweet

And refreshing in his face.

Sort of man you'd like to be:
Balanced well and truly square;
Patient in adversity,

Generous when his skies were fair.
Never lied to friend or foe,

Never rash in word or deed,

Quick to come and slow to go

In a neighbor's time of need.

Never rose to wealth or fame,
Simply lived, and simply died,

But the passing of his name

Left a sorrow, far and wide.

Not for glory he'd attained,

Nor for what he had of pelf,

Were the friends that he had gained,
But for what he was himself.

Edgar Albert Guest



CHILDREN LIVE WHAT THEY LEARN
By Dorothy Law Nolte
(Approved Shortened Version)

If children live with criticism,
They learn to condemn.
If children live with hostility,
They learn to fight.
If children live with ridicule,
They learn to be shy.
If children live with shame,
They learn to feel guilty.
If children live with encouragement,
They learn confidence.
If children live with tolerance,
They learn to be patient.
If children live with praise,
They learn to appreciate.
If children live with acceptance,
They learn to love.
If children live with approval,
They learn to like themselves.
If children live with honesty,
They learn truthfulness.
If children live with security,
They learn to have faith in themselves and others.
If children live with friendliness,
They learn the world is a nice place in which to live.

--Dorothy Law Nolte



CHILDREN LIVE WHAT THEY LEARN
By Dorothy Law Nolte, Ph.D.

If children live with criticism, they learn to condemn.

If children live with hostility, they learn to fight.

If children live with fear, they learn to be apprehensive.

If children live with pity, they learn to feel sorry for themselves.
If children live with ridicule, they learn to feel shy.

If children live with jealousy, they learn to feel envy.

If children live with shame, they learn to feel guilty.

If children live with encouragement, they learn confidence.

If children live with tolerance, they learn patience.

If children live with praise, they learn appreciation.

If children live with acceptance, they learn to love.

If children live with approval, they learn to like themselves.

If children live with recognition, they learn it is good to have a
goal.

If children live with sharing, they learn generosity.

If children live with honesty, they learn truthfulness.

If children live with fairness, they learn justice.

If children live with kindness and consideration, they learn
respect.

If children live with security, they learn to have faith in
themselves and in those about them.

If children live with friendliness, they learn the world is a nice
place in which to live.

--Dorothy Law Nolte



