Rat Song

Why are there winners and losers

Why is the world is unfair?

When one rat is up, 

The other one’s down,

You be the poor mouse and she’ll wear the crown.

Why I the world such a see-saw?

It’s such a tug o’ war place,

Why can’t Life be a Fair, One big Merry Go Round

And we all have a turn,

Yes we all have our turn in the sun

But there’s no point in dreaming, we’ve got to face facts,

Fact: this Life is a Rat Race and you are a Rat

So be thankful if you’re harder, faster, fitter, keener, colder, smarter, bolder, meaner, 

Cos you get the best slice, the first place, the last laugh and the rest are

Yeah, their losers, just left on the shelf in the dark, what do we care?

It’s a joke, it’s a mess, It’s a terrible thing,

You can like it or lump it, you sink or you swim,

You can whinge and complain or do what you can,

Yes I do what I can and I WIN

Dog Song

I am Dog and Dog is Me

This is my wuffosophy

I’m not better than anydoggy

And no-dog’s better than me.

You scratch my back, I’ll scratch yours,

Let’s Walk a mile in each other’s paws

I’m not better than anydog

And no-dog’s better than me.

Begging your barkdom in advance

hope my woof don’t cause offence,

I’m waggygoing but this race is just ruffdiculous,

this doggone  competitions’made us all go barking

Prick up your ears, brothers and sisters,

We’re all in the same basket, 

We all like the same biscuits

We all be from one litter

Why should we snarl at each other

Pushing and shoving to be winner,

Why do we pant about human time?

We have no scritch for clocks and calendars,

We don’t need collars for the hours,

We don’t need to yowl the years,

We are the Top Pups of presentness,

We ruff the sun and the stars,

We sniff the winds of East and West,

We wag moonbeams and spring showers

We snoof butterflies and flowers.

 We don’t need no now and then time,

We’re all on zen time,

Let’s forget about our quarrel

And all go for a doggy paddle

Why not all go for a swim?

The water’s lovely, come on in!

Pig Song

I dream of being svelte and sleek and streamlined, slim and graceful

I dream that I, for once am not the last to leave the table

I dream of being able to look down and see my feet

I dream about the time I’ll slip into some pants in size Petite

I dream all day about the way I’ll be when I am thin

I dream one day I’ll be ok to stop my dieting

But in the night when I’m asleep my dreams come out to play

They throw the scales in the bin and this is what they say

Scrmbled egg and buttered toast,

Popcorn, jelly beans and roast,

Ice-cream, chocolate, toffee, sponge,

 there’s more of me to love!

Pizza slices, chips and noodles,

Snitzel, dumplings, mash and strudles,

Dough-nuts, jam tarts, cupcakes, cream buns,

 there’s more of me to love!

Cheese straws, peanuts, flapjacks, crisps,

Rich and creamy pasta twists,

Custard pie and apple crumble,

more of me to love!

Let’s hear it for my belly, let’s fill it full of jelly!

Let’s hear it for my hips, bring on the chip and dips!

If you want round pink cheeks, pass the box of sweets!

Like the way my knees shake? – another slice of chesecake!

Hooray for my fat bum! I’ll have another yum yum!

All lyrics copywrite Francesca Beard

Horse Jokes.

I’m a little hoarse but if you don’t ask me why the long face, I’ll spare you my tale of whoa.

I’m feeling a bit pony, I’ve got a sore throat, I’ve got a hacking cough, been taking cough stirrup for it, just hope it’s not hay fever. Still, at least I don’t have the trots. That would be a nightmare. .

Knock knock!

Whose there?

Big Horse.

Big Horse Who?

Maybe it’s Big Horse I’m a Londoner…

Can anyone guess my favourite book?

Whinny the Pooh.

Can anyone guess my favourite tv show?

Neighbours.

