
  
    
      
    
  



















Joyful Prayer


Traditional




n




We thank Thee, Lord, for happy hearts,
For rain and sunny weather.
We thank Thee, Lord, for this our food,
And that we are together.






Dear God Most High, hear and bless
Thy beasts and singing birds:
And guard with tenderness
Small things that have no words.
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Butterflies


Mike Berenstain
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God made butterflies yellow and blue,
white and orange, purple too.
He made them to sit around on flowers.
They sit on flowers for hours and hours.
They suck up nectar and bask in the sun.
That’s a butterfly’s idea of fun.
But that’s not God’s plan for me and you—
He has other tasks for us to do.
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School Prayer
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Please, Lord, help me on my way to school.
Don’t let me be late or start to fool
around in puddles beside the path.
Help me get good grades in math.
Forbid delay from a crossing train.






Please get me down to Spruce and Main
where the schoolhouse rises,
somewhat grim—
the realm of teachers, tests, and gym.
And so, dear Lord, assist me on my way
and get me through another day.
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Creativity


Mike Berenstain
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God made birds and God made bugs.
God made walruses and slugs.
He cast the stars across the sky,
then made an eagle and made it fly.
He made persimmons and made green tea.
I guess he must’ve even made me.
It seems like a lot of work for God,
and no one helped him out—how odd.
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We Love a Parade!
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Hooray! Hooray! Today’s the day!
The big parade is coming this way.
RUM-TUM-TUM! RUM-TUM-TUM!
We hear the sound of the big bass drum!
Look! Soldiers and sailors marching along
with heads held high so proud and strong.
We all salute as flags go by—
red, white, and blue against the sky.






Have you ever seen anything quite so grand
as an all-bear high school marching band?
Hear the RAH-DER-RAH of the slide trombone
and the great OOM-PAH of the sousaphone!
Oh, what a day this has been!
At the end of the parade we all join in.










We Love a Parade!


Stan Berenstain





Hooray! Hooray! Today’s the day!
The big parade is coming this way.
RUM-TUM-TUM! RUM-TUM-TUM!
We hear the sound of the big bass drum!
Look! Soldiers and sailors marching along
with heads held high so proud and strong.
We all salute as flags go by—
red, white, and blue against the sky.





Have you ever seen anything quite so grand
as an all-bear high school marching band?
Hear the RAH-DER-RAH of the slide trombone
and the great OOM-PAH of the sousaphone!
Oh, what a day this has been!
At the end of the parade we all join in.
















Picnic Grace
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Thank you, Lord, for blueberry pie
and clouds up high.
Thank you for lemonade
and a stream to wade.






Thank you, Lord, for ham and cheese.
Thanks, I guess, for ants and bees.
Thank you for marshmallows to toast—
our Papa likes the burnt ones most.
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Tadpole Mystery


Mike Berenstain
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Tadpoles are really baby frogs
who live in shallow ponds or bogs.
They wiggle around in the mud all day,
and what they do there, I couldn’t say.
I like to catch them in a jar.
Without a jar they don’t go far.
Before too long, they turn into frogs,
and then they go and sit on logs.
But how that happens, I don’t know.
Somehow or other, they just grow.
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Baseball Prayer
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Lord, help me to play a good game.
Don’t let me cast blame
on my teammates when things go wrong.
Help me out when the game goes long—
way, way into the twelfth
or thirteenth inning—
and not to worry about winning,
or losing, or missing a fly ball,
or the ump’s close call.
After all, just having fun
is what the game is all about.
But, please, dear Lord, don’t let me strike out.
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Questions
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Where do we come from?
Where do we go?
How did we get here?
Why does it snow?
How does the sun shine?
Why do we sneeze?
Do a grasshopper’s legs
have ankles and knees?





What was God thinking
when he made the giraffe?
Did the archangels sing
or did everyone laugh?
And how may we visit
a land far away
where unicorns frolic
and sea serpents play?
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Everywhere
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The sunshine on the window,
the moonlight on the wall,
the starlight on my pillow—
God shines within them all.






The wind across the hilltop,
the rain upon the tree,
the dewdrop on the flower—
God’s love in you and me.






The world we see around us
is good and sweet and fair,
and is that any wonder
when God is everywhere?
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Grace
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Thank you for the food we eat.
Thank you for a comfy seat.
Thank you for my favorite blankie—
and for Mama when I get cranky.
It’s thanks to you the sky is blue,
and thanks to you for sunsets too.
Thank you for the fields so fertile
and thank you, Lord, for Spud, my turtle.
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Our Friend, the Firefly


Stan Berenstain
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As the sun sets and twilight comes,
and all nature hums and thrums,
a floating incandescent lamp,
without volt, without amp,
comes winking, blinking in the sky.
It’s our friend the firefly—
its million, zillion points of light—
lighting up the summer night.
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The Moon
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The moon is following me around,
without a word, without a sound,
wherever I go, whatever I do,
the moon is bound to be there too.
I don’t know why he is a pest
or why he never seems to rest.
The moon must have something else to do
besides follow me around—shoo!
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And So to Sleep


Stan Berenstain
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After bedtime prayers are said
I climb into my cozy bed,
a fluffy pillow ’neath my head,
and settle down for story time—
for tales of wonder, tales that rhyme,
tales of once upon a time,
tales of blackbirds in a pie,
of beanstalks reaching to the sky,
tales of trolls and billy goats,
tales of many-colored coats,
tales of princesses and kings,
tales of many wondrous things.






But wondrous as these tales may be,
I never hear the end, you see.
Because as Mom or Dad reads on,
I begin to stretch and yawn.
My sleepy eyes decide to close.
And as I fall asleep, I say,
“Oh, tomorrow is another day.”
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Night Prayer
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When I wake in the nighttime,
I’m scared of spooky things,
of ghosts and ghouls and monsters
and creepy guys with wings.






But I know God is with me,
he’s sitting by my bed.
I know his love surrounds me,
his hand upon my head.






When I wake up in the morning,
the sun is bright and clear.
The monsters are all sleeping now,
but God is always near.
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