Over at the Fair
By Mrs. Murphy’s Class
Over at the fair in the sun and the fun,

Lived an old mother horse and her little horse one.
“Gallop,” said the mother. “I gallop,” said the one.
And they galloped and they played in the sun and the fun.
Over at the fair near the petting zoo,

Lived an old mother cat and her little kittens two.

“Purr,” said the mother. “We purr,” said the two.
And they purred and they played near the petting zoo.

Over at the fair where I need to be,

Lived an old mother hen and her little hens three.

“Lay eggs,” said the mother.  “We lay eggs,” said the three.
And they laid eggs and they played where I need to be.
Over at the fair where the rides cost more,

Lived an old mother dog and her little puppies four.

“Bark,” said the mother.  “We bark,” said the four.
And they barked and they played where the rides cost more.
Over at the fair where the dolphins dive,
Lived an old mother turtle and her little turtles five.
“Dig” said the mother.  “We dig,” said the five.

And they dug and they played where the dolphins dive.

Over at the fair near the brown little sticks,
Lived an old mother beaver and her little beavers six.

“Build,” said the mother.  “We build,” said the six.
And they built and they played near the brown little sticks.
Over at the fair near the boy named Devin,
Lived an old mother fox and her little foxes seven.

“Dig,” said the mother.  “We dig,” said the seven.
And they dug and they played near the boy named Devin.
Over at the fair near the pink pig gate,

Lived an old mother pig and her little piglets eight.

“Oink,” said the mother.  “We oink,” said the eight.
And they oinked and they played near the pink pig gate.
Over at the fair where the people dine,
Lived an old mother bear and her little bears nine.

“Climb,” said the mother.  “We climb,” said the nine.
And they climbed and they played where the people dine.

Over at the fair near the tweeting wren,

Lived an old mother mouse and her little mouses ten.

“Squeak,” said the mother.  “We squeak,” said the ten.
And they squeaked and they played near the tweeting wren.
