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Of all of the authors that made an impression 

On me whilst I was a but a mere adolescent,  

There was this one man whose books did inspire 

 My reading and learning and thinking desires. 

He helped me to count, he stirred up my dreams, 

His zany short tales popped my brains at the seams, 

I make this not up, what I say is the truth, 

He’s my marvelous mentor, the great Dr. Seuss. 

 

When I was but 6 and just learning ‘bout books  

And was first giving words, not just pictures, my looks, 

I went to the library, and once I had sat,  

My mother read to me The Cat in the Hat 

(A fun little story, and silly at that). 

Yet it intrigued me (I knew not that word), 

How intricately and insanely absurd!  

A cat who could talk? Thing one and thing two? 

“Who’d written this book?”  I asked my mother, “who?!” 

You know the reply, “it was Dr. Seuss.” 

 

Since that fateful day I have to must admit, 

That Doc was forever with me a big hit. 

Yet what I know now that I didn’t know then,  

The good doctors’ stories had meaning to them! 

Horton the elephant teaches us all, 

“A person’s a person, no matter how small!”  (Seuss, 8, 1954) 

The Grinch taught a lesson he’d not learned before, 

“Maybe Christmas… doesn't come from a store. Maybe Christmas... perhaps... means a little bit more” 
(Seuss, 45,  1957) 

Green Eggs and Ham said to try out new things! 

Oh the Places You’ll Go tells try out new places! 

The Lorax was saying take care of the earth! 

The Sneeches were teaching me not to be racist! 



With all of these lessons, it’s easy to see, 

Dr. Seuss wants only the best out of me! 

Over the years, I find I must say,  

My love for his books has not gone away. 

And even right know, as I write things in college, 

 His books still inspire my searches for knowledge. 

That’s why I wrote on this epic old man, 

I had to let everyone know where I stand! 

This poem, this tribute, this paper I’ve made 

Has only one purpose, not money nor grade, 

Not for recognition of my writing skill,  

Not beating down boredom, ‘cause I’ve time to kill. 

I have but one purpose, one I must make clear, 

 So all who have ears, come listen! Come hear! 

(This is my opinion, so no need to fret, 

For you all have your own opinions, I bet.) 

No sparkling vampire or trees that shall give, 

Or tales about places were wild things live, 

 No bear in bear country or Muffin crazed moose, 

Will bring joy like stories from old Dr. Seuss. 
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