SPUD

I saw a spud from Idaho,

Sitting on the table,

It was uncooked, I saw its eyes.

I recognized its label.

While traveling through Boise,

I saw spud on the truck.

I winked at it.  It winked right back.

Will now old spud is in luck.

I think that I’ll take spud aside.

I’ll put him in a pot.

We’ll see if spud will grow some stems.

Spud will like that a lot.

We’ll see if spud becomes

Quite a significant size 

Better for him than becoming

Mashed potatoes or French fries.

If you are from Idaho,

And want to see spud cook,

Please be a little charitable.

He deserves a second look.

