





May the winner wear gold while the loser eats crow
Knowing nothing save that which he knew not to know.

C ross! Cross was the owl at the albatross
For catching the bulk of the fish

So the owl cast deeper, awaking a sleeper
Who made of both feathers one dish.

AS we have heard, the worm's got é\:j the bird
Who gets up so early a-dawnward,

But what of the bird who, deceased and interred,
Becomes food for the worm worming onward?

CSf Misbl? ottt isifed g
Upon lunching on sons of the. judje;
Then he wmade of the father a vather, fine sauce

Gormamlelle, the lady sorger

Dined op beans and bopes and ordure,
Lost her teeth so took her daushters’,
Thep went wading to make water.

When Sir Crocedile attacked,

Used bis teeth to bite bim back.

Ham{ym word. of the swird whe's a chef fur all fish?
Have_you seen. baw his sea bream can brighten a dish?
Dare_ you steal of hus eel, or rob rog from his pant

B hin send, you the merw as fast as he can!

But don't duel with the sword for his Finest filet,

or he'll serve_ymn up cald as tumerrow’s entree!

n— I—

he croco-dee-dile

Cracks open his smyile
So the birdies may fly in and nosh
On fiﬂlkg uts and crymbs
And the bones of their chuyms 3
Who last week flyttered in and were lost. T o
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