










My legs
-  Come, my child, come.                                                                                 
-  My legs don’t want to come.  
     What can I do?                                                                                                        
-  Put toys away.                                                                                              
-  No, not today. They don’t like at all
     to be picked up.                                                                                               
-  Come, my child, come.                                                                                   
-  My legs don’t want to come.                                                                      	
     What can I do?
-  I’ve got a sandwich.                                                                            
-  Well, then I’ll come.                                                                     
-  But … the legs?                                                                                             
-  They want to eat.
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I’ve got one foot that goes forward                                                         

and another foot that follows after.                                             

At times they join together                                          
                 

and then I can jump.

With my feet I run and can dance, too.                               

Shoes or slippers I wear for walking.                

If I get up on my toes                                             
                              

I can almost touch the moon                                                 
           

that’s on the sky when I go to bed.

My feet
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My nails

One, two, three, four, five …                                                  
and I stopped counting,                                                                       
because with both hands and feet                                                          
they’re twenty. Not more.                                                                  
They’re hard, flat and strong.                                                      
When I get an itch on my head or back,                                         
my nails start scratching                                                                  
and turn my pain to pleasure.                                                            
More, more, more!
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If I start playing, I eat a lot of sweets.                                                 

But candies’ feel bad                                                           
                      

because they dirty my tummy.                                                       

So says my mum.

But my tummy is clean.                                                            
             

I look at it in the shower                                                     
                

and I see it’s round                                                           
                             

and almost spotless.

Sometimes it tells me things                                                                   

making noise without stopping.                                                               

I think that then it says:                                                                 
               

“your mum is right!”
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My tummy



My navel On my tummy is a button                                                like the bell on my door.                                                             It’s round like sun                                                                                          but when I press it,                                                                                      it doesn’t ring.

When I go to an excursion,                                                          I like to lay on the grass,                                                                            cross my arms                                                                                     and pull up the shirt.

Uh, what a fright, what a shock                                                                    if a sheep comes near.                                                             It wants to lick my button                                                                       that it likes better than grass.
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My backIt always goes with me                                                              

when I’m walking,                                                                

but to see it I look in a mirror.   

It’s very big and soft                                                    

although it’s got bones,                                                        

and it itches sometimes,                                                                     

when I’m restless.   

Mum caresses it and also kisses,                                                              

but when she scratches it,                                                                  

it feels better than heaven.
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My bum
Nobody takes notice of it,                                                          

           

because it’s in the back,                                                   
              

or says its name, because it sounds bad.                           

-  Be careful, you little one!

    Don’t turn around more.

    Don’t touch the box.                                                          
                      

-  Is it made of glass?                                                        
                   

-  I’ll whip you for making a racket. 

- Then I’ll get bored …

     I’ll go and sit down,

     because I’ve got a bum. 

     And no more talking!
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My skin
My skin is soft and rosy                                                                                         
of silk and candy.                                                                         
When I walk in the sun,                                                                                       
I get very tanned.

When I feel hot, I swet.                                                                                
I’m burning, firesquad!                                                                
What happens when it’s cold?                                                            
I turn into ice.

From outside you can’t notice                                                            
what I’m keeping inside:                                                                                
the brain, the tummy,                                                                                  
the heart, the bones …

My skin is my clothes,                                                                        
the best I’ve got.                                                                 
Both by day and by night                                                                        
I always have them on.
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Look what I’ve got
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Initiation
-Dear child, what would you like to do with this book?
-Well… see pictures, listen to and read poems and learn many things about my body.
-But do you know what is a poem?
-Well yes.  It’s … some words put together so that when you read them it’s like music although 
you don’t sing them.
-You’re a very clever child.  Really, I think you’re a little poet, as big as the biggest giant of the 
world.

What for are these explanations? Children surprise us more than any unmasked mystery or any 
recently discovered invention. Children appreciate all, discover all, are worthy of all. Even so, I have 
modestly dared to compete with them by filling their mouth and their soul with words, familiar 
or new, words that can dance on their lips and in their eyes; words that can be a friendly travel 
company when learning about their body’s secrets and, what’s most important, words that show 
how in every small or great thing resides beauty – if their heart only knows how to find it.

I don’t know which are more beautiful: poems or children.
In some way they might be the same.

Aurora Guerra


