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MY DOGGIE

My wee doggie 

Does lots of tricks,

Fetches the paper,
Brings back sticks,

Chases aw the craws

That steal the hens’ feed,

Lowps through a gird,
Kids he’s deid,

Sits on his hunkers,

Gies a paw,

Then he gets

A bane to gnaw.

ROGUEY POGUEY

Roguey poguey

Pickety peel

My sister is

A richt wee de’il.

She nips my lugs

And rugs my hair,

Scatters my toys

Aw owre the flair.

She lauchs and thinks 

It is great fun

But then her age

Is only ONE.

CAT AND MOUS

Said the poussie 

Til the mousie

‘Let me intil

Your wee housie.

We will play

And we will sing
And we will dance 

A jingo – ring.’

Said the mousie

Til the poussie

‘Ye’ll no get

In my wee housie.

Ye are big

And I am wee

And ye wad eat me

For your tea.’

MINCE AND TATTIES

I dinna like hale tatties 

Pit on my plate o’ mince

For when I tak my dinner

I eat them baith at yince.

Sae mash and mix the tatties

Wi’ mince intil the mashin’

And sic a tasty dinner

Will aye be voted “ smashin’ “!

