Over in the Jungle
By Mrs. Roloson’s Class
Over in the jungle near the rotten old bun,
Lived an old mother tiger and her little tiger one

“Run,” said the mother. “I run,” said the one.
And they ran and were happy near the rotten old bun.
Over in the jungle near the hat that was blue,

Lived an old mother monkey and her little monkeys two

“Climb,” said the mother. “We climb,” said the two.
And they climbed and were happy near the hat that was blue.

Over in the jungle near the cup of tea,
Lived an old mother hippo and her little hippos three.

“Stomp,” said the mother.  “We stomp,” said the three.
And they stomped and were happy near the cup of tea.

Over in the jungle near the green apple core,

Lived an old mother snake and her little snakes four.

“Slither” said the mother.  “We slither,” said the four.
And they slithered and were happy near the green apple core.

Over in the jungle where the gold fish dive,

Lived an old mother giraffe and her little giraffes five.

“Eat,” said the mother.  “We eat,” said the five.
And they ate and were happy where the gold fish dive.
Over in the jungle near a boat made of sticks,
Lived an old mother frog and her little frogs six.

“Ribbit,” said the mother.  “We ribbit,” said the six.
And they ribbitted and were happy near a boat made of sticks.

Over in the jungle near a bird of Heaven,

Lived an old mother elephant and her little elephants seven.

“Trumpet,” said the mother.  “We trumpet,” said the seven.
And they trumpeted and were happy near a bird of Heaven.
Over in the jungle near the new rainbow gate,

Lived an old mother alligator and her little alligator eight.

“Snap,” said the mother.  “We snap,” said the eight.
And they snapped and were happy near the new rainbow gate.
Over in the jungle where the trees are so fine,

Lived an old mother bear and her little bears nine.

“Growl,” said the mother.  “We growl,” said the nine.
And they growled and were happy where the trees are so fine.

Over in the jungle near an old rotten pen,

Lived an old mother zebra and her little zebras ten.

“Run,” said the mother.  “We run,” said the ten.
And they ran and were happy near an old rotten pen.
