R




Now, Wessie the mouse,

one fine summer’s day,

Is full of desire
to go out and play.
With joy, he gets up
and darts out the door,

Then heads through the field

and starts to explore.




Now, out in the field

there stands an old tree,
Where little red bird

sits singing with glee.

She spreads her red wings

and soars through the Sky.,

And Wessie the mouse

has just got to try.




He climbs up the tree
about to the top,

And leaps off a branch
and lands with a plop.




He thinks what he needs
are two little wings,

Which makes he from leaves

and three little strings.




