





Amerioca

America our country,

The land of the free,

It always has brave Ill

To fight for her liberty,
Prepident Franklin D. HRoosevelt
Was & very brave man

He gave up his life,

For this very fine land,

Here are some other poems I wrote with the help of my teacher.
Please let me know how you like them since it means a great deal to me,

Autumn is the month ef the year,

When leaves are bright and mud their chesr;
No matter what the colors may be

They brighten the werld with uﬂ':ly glee.

Ships

When ships go sailing, sailing,
Far out im thu deep biu Bed,
And when the wind is walling,
0ld memeries come back to me.

The gails are of dusky white,
;.:: E -u; is “glﬂmh
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And the strong wind seems to call.

When the frotli of waves are hm
And dhekclouds are hri and grey.
The sailers all are toiling.

Te get the ship in the bay.
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