Clumsy Little Pig
By Michael Treatch

Oink, sprained my foot, 

When I fell down the stairs.

Squealed the out of shape pig,

As he straightened his hair.

Oink, need a maid,

Oink, my goodness,

Tripped over my own pile,

A big food mess.

A typical day,

For that stout little pig,

Stomping back, stomping forth,

As if dancing a jig.

Grub, oink, dub, dub,
Time to slop down a sub.
Slurppity, sloppity,

Blub, oink, blub.

Being the pig that I am,

I always keep food near,

As he pulled the sandwich wrapper,

Out from inside his ear.

Plum tuckered out,

From all the eating and falling,

Time to crawl back into bed,

And dream of logs sawing.
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