
 
 
 
 

 

LITTLE HELPERS 

Unknown Author 

PLANTING the corn and potatoes, 

Helping to scatter the seeds, 

Feeding the hens and the chickens, 

Freeing the garden from weeds, 

Driving the cows to the pasture, 

Feeding the horse in the stall,— 

We little children are busy; 

Sure, there is work for us all. 

 

Spreading the hay in the sunshine, 

Raking it up when it’s dry, 

Picking the apples and peaches 

Down in the orchard hard by, 

Picking the grapes in the vineyard, 

Gathering nuts in the fall,— 

We little children are busy; 

Yes, there is work for us all. 

Sweeping, and washing the dishes, 

Bringing the wood from the shed, 



Ironing, sewing and knitting, 

Helping to make up the beds, 

Taking good care of the baby, 

Watching her lest she should fall,— 

We little children are busy; 

Oh, there is work for us all. 

Work makes us cheerful and happy, 

Makes us both active and strong; 

Play we enjoy all the better 

When we have labored so long. 

Gladly we help our kind parents, 

Quickly we come to their call; 

Children should love to be busy; 

There is much work for us all. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Any Human to Another 
by Countee Cullen 
 
The ills I sorrow at 
Not me alone 
Like an arrow, 
Pierce to the marrow, 
Through the fat 
And past the bone. 
 
Your grief and mine 
Must intertwine 
Like sea and river, 
Be fused and mingle, 
Diverse yet single, 
Forever and forever. 
 
Let no man be so proud 
And confident, 
To think he is allowed 
A little tent 
Pitched in a meadow 
Of sun and shadow 
All his little own. 
 
Joy may be shy, unique, 
Friendly to a few, 
Sorrow never scorned to speak 
To any who 
Were false or true. 
 
Your very grief 
Like a blade 
Shining and unsheathed 
Must strike me down. 
Of bitter aloes wreathed, 
My sorrow must be laid 
On your head like a crown. 
 
 



           Be A Friend 

        By Edgar Guest 
 
BE a friend. You don't need money; 
Just a disposition sunny; 
Just the wish to help another 
Get along some way or other; 
Just a kindly hand extended 
Out to one who's unbefriended; 
Just the will to give or lend, 
This will make you someone's friend. 
Be a friend. You don't need glory. 
Friendship is a simple story. 
Pass by trifling errors blindly, 
Gaze on honest effort kindly, 
Cheer the youth who's bravely trying, 
Pity him who's sadly sighing; 
Just a little labor spend 
On the duties of a friend. 
Be a friend. The pay is bigger 
(Though not written by a figure) 
Than is earned by people clever 
In what's merely self-endeavor. 
You'll have friends instead of neighbors 
For the profits of your labors; 
You'll be richer in the end 
Than a prince, if you're a friend. 
 
 
 
     John Wesley's Rule 
    By Ella Wheeler Wilcox 
 
Do all the good you can, 
By all the means you can, 
In all the ways you can, 
In all the places you can, 
At all the times you can, 
To all the people you can, 
As long as ever you can. 



 
 

               Two Raindrops (A Fable)    

                   by Joseph Morris 

Two little raindrops were born in a shower, 
And one was so pompously proud of his power, 
He got in his head an extravagant notion 
He'd hustle right off and swallow the ocean. 
A blade of grass that grew by the brook 
Called for a drink, but no notice he took 
Of such trifling things. He must hurry to be 
Not a mere raindrop, but the whole sea. 
A stranded ship needed water to float, 
But he could not bother to help a boat. 
He leaped in the sea with a puff and a blare -  
And nobody even knew he was there! 

But the other drop as along it went 
Found the work to do for which it was sent: 
It refreshed the lily that drooped its head, 
And bathed the grass that was almost dead. 
It got under the ships and helped them along, 
And all the while sang a cheerful song. 
It worked every step of the way it went, 
Bringing joy to others, to itself content. 
At last it came to its journey's end, 
And welcomed the sea as an old-time friend. 
"An ocean," it said, "there could not be 
Except for the millions of drops like me." 

 

 
 
 
 
                      
 



                    True Greatness 
                   - C.E. Flynn 
A man is as great as the dreams he dreams,  
as great as the love he bears;  
As great as the values he redeems,  
and the happiness he shares. 
 
A man is as great as the thoughts he thinks,  
as the worth he has attained;  
As the fountains at which his spirit drinks,  
and the insight he has gained. 
 
A man is as great as the truth he speaks,  
as great as the help he gives,  
As great as the destiny he seeks,  
as great as the life he lives. 
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