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‘I’ve heard so much about other folks’ folks’









I’ve heard so much about other folks’ folks,


How somebody’s Uncle told such jokes


The cat split laughing and had to be stitched,


How somebody’s Aunt got so bewitched


She fried the kettle and washed the water


And spanked a letter and posted her daughter.


Other folks’ folks get so well known,


And nobody knows about my own.
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My Sister Jane









And I say nothing – no, not a word


About our Jane. Haven’t you heard?


She’s a bird, a bird, a bird, a bird.


Oh it never would do to let folks know


My sister’s nothing but a great big crow.







Each day (we daren’t send her to school)


She pulls on stockings of thick blue wool


To make her pin crow legs look right,


Then fits a wig of curls on tight,


And dark spectacles – a huge pair


To cover her very crowy stare.


Oh it never would do to let folks know


My sister’s nothing but a great big crow.







When visitors come she sits upright


(With her wings and her tail tucked out of sight).


They think her queer but extremely polite.


Then when the visitors have gone


She whips out her wings and with her wig on


Whirls through the house at the height of your head –


Duck, duck, or she’ll knock you dead.


Oh it never would do to let folks know


My sister’s nothing but a great big crow.










At meals whatever she sees she’ll stab it –


Because she’s a crow and that’s a crow habit.


My mother says ‘Jane! Your manners! Please!’


Then she’ll sit quietly on the cheese,


Or play the piano nicely by dancing on the keys –


Oh it never would do to let folks know


My sister’s nothing but a great big crow.
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My Fairy Godmother









When I was born the Wicked Powers as usual were waiting.


One said: ‘This boy will build with bricks already disintegrating.’


Another said: ‘Sometimes his eye will be flat and sometimes round.’


Another: ‘Like a razor will come every little sound.’







Another said: ‘The earth for him will have such magnet strength


It will drag all things from his hold, and his own body at length.’


Another said: ‘For him, the golden beauties that he grasps


Will turn one half to mist and one to biting poisonous asps.’
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