

LITTLE DOG

Oh there he sits the little dog his master ran away.

He is so cute, but I see tears on his little face.

He sits so quietly alone, he seems so well behaved.

I think I will approach this dog, I feel he can be saved

He seems to ignore people and in a constant stare.

When I am sad I sit alone my head held in the air.

We both need a companion. I think I’ll take him home.

For at my age, I need someone. We should not be alone.

I’ll take him home. I’ll give him milk.

I’ll clean him up just fine.

Well now it is settled he is home.

I’m his and he is mine.
