
Sq u i r r el

Chip, chip, chippy,  
Chitter, chatter, choo, chee.
A squirrel took my acorn,
Up our old oak tree.

She carried it off, 
In her thieving paws. 
Just to pry it open,  
With her nutcracker jaws. 

She’ll fling the shells,
At the backyard hound,
She likes to tease that barker,
As it pounces like a clown. 

I’m a chipmunk with a cache,
In the oak-tree roots. 
Chick, chick, chacka, 
Skitter, scatter, choot, scoot.

I carry my acorns,
In my puffed-out cheeks. 
Like some candy in your pocket,
Or a wormy robin’s beak. 

The squirrel’s very agile,
As she scurries up our tree, 
But a hoot owl doesn’t notice,
As I burrow carefully. 

Chip, chick, chippy, chacka, chatter, chi, choo. 
Chick, chack, chicka, chicka, chacka, chish, choo.
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           I tease dogs. 
          I am a rodent.

    I like attics. 

I don’t like 
snakes. 

I’m a rodent,
too.
            I like 
           basements.
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