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Noisy Garden


If tiger lilies and dandelions growled,


And cowslips mooed, and dog roses howled,


And snapdragons roared and catmint miaowed,


My garden would be extremely loud.
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Walking the Dog


I take off the lead, open the gate


And watch her run a figure of eight,


And a figure of eight, and a figure of eight,


And another figure of eight.
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I walk ten yards along the track


While she goes thundering there and back,


And there and back, and there and back,


And another time there and back.
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I settle down upon a log


And watch her chase another dog,


And another dog, and another dog,


And another enormous dog.
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I saunter slowly round a lake


While she has a swim and a great big shake,


And a swim and a shake, and a swim and a shake,


And a swim and another big shake.
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And now those eyes, that look, that lick


Are begging me to throw a stick,


And throw a stick, and throw a stick,


And the stick, and the very same stick.






[image: image]








I’ve walked a mile and she’s run ten.


Back home, I flop while she waits again,


And waits again, and waits again


for the W word again.
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The Mouse and the Lion


In the hottest sun of the longest day


A lion lay down for a doze.


A little brown mouse pattered out to play.


He danced on the whiskery nose.


Pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat,


He danced on the whiskery nose.


The lion awoke with a sneeze, ‘A-choo!’


He picked up the mouse in his paw.


‘And who may I venture to ask are you?’


He said with a terrible roar.


Grr, grrr, grrrrr, GRRRRRR,


He said with a terrible roar.


‘I’ll save your life if you’ll let me go.’


The mouse’s voice shook as he spoke.


The lion laughed loudly, ‘Oh ho ho ho.


I’ll let you go free for your joke.’


Oho, oho, ohohohoho,


I’ll let you go free for your joke.


As chance would have it, the following week


The lion was caught in a net


When all of a sudden he heard a squeak:


‘Well met, noble lion, well met.’


Squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak,


Well met, noble lion, well met.
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The little mouse nibbled and gnawed and bit


Till the lion was finally free.


‘It’s nothing, dear lion, don’t mention it:


I’m repaying your kindness to me.’


Nibbly, nibbly, nibbly, nibble,


Repaying your kindness to me.


‘For one of the lessons which mice must learn


From their whiskery father and mother


Is the famous old saying that one good turn


Always deserves another.’


Pit-a-pat, grrr, ohoho, squeak!


Always deserves another.




What’s Your Colour?


What’s your colour, the colour of your skin,


The colour of the envelope that you’re wrapped in?


Is it like chocolate, tea or coffee?


Is it like marzipan, fudge or toffee?


Peaches and cream or a strawberry milkshake


Or does it look more like a curranty cake?


What’s your colour, the colour of your skin,


The colour of the envelope that you’re wrapped in?


Are you a map of your past disasters?


Grazes and scratches and sticking plasters?


Bites from mosquitoes, a yellow-blue bruise


And a couple of blisters from rather tight shoes?
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What’s your colour, the colour of your skin,


The colour of the envelope that you’re wrapped in?


How does it go when the weather’s sunny?


Brown as a berry or gold as honey?


Does it go freckly or peeling and sore?


Is there a mark from the watch that you wore?


What’s your colour, the colour of your skin,


The colour of the envelope that you’re wrapped in?


Do you go pink when you’re all embarrassed?


Sweaty and red when you’re hot and harassed?


Bumpy and blue on a cold winter’s day?


When it’s time for your bath are you usually grey?


What’s your colour, the colour of your skin,


The colour of the envelope that you’re wrapped in?
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Crazy Mayonnaisy Mum


When my friends come home with me


They never want to stay for tea


Because of Mum’s peculiar meals


Like strawberries with jellied eels.


You should see her lick her lips


And sprinkle sugar on the chips,


Then pass a cup of tea to you
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