








Sing a Song of Sixpence
Sing a song of sixpence, 

a pocket full of hay;
four and twenty pelicans 

fixed a luncheon tray.

When the tray was finished, 
the birds knew what to do;

they set this very dainty dish 
before the trawler crew.

The first mate ate his sandwich
while hauling in the catch;

the captain ate more slowly
while sitting on the hatch.

The deckhand asked for seconds;
it was his favorite dish:

a little peanut butter—
and lots of jellyfish!



Row, Row, Row Your Boat
Row, row, row your boat.
Start in Biscayne Bay.
If you come upon a shark,
row the other way!

Row, row, row your boat.
Now the 'Glades begin.
Never touch a floating log 
with a toothy grin!

Row, row, row your boat,
through the Florida Keys.
If a pirate asks to ride,
make sure he says, “Please!”

Row, row, row your boat,
‘round and ‘round Key West.
Now your arms are surely tired;
stop and take a rest!



One Flamingo
One flamingo, two flamingo, three flamingo, four.
A flamboyance of flamingoes is a group of three or more.

First a goose, and then some geese—a gaggle in the lane.
But if the geese are flying, then the gaggle is a skein.

A band of roving jellyfish is called a smack—how odd!
And whales that swim together form a group that's called a pod.

Seagulls form a colony, and curlews form a herd.
But cormorants are called a gulp—they’re such a silly bird.

A school of fish, a shoal of bass, a wriggly swarm of eels.
Call them anything you want—to me they sound like meals.

When puffins float together, then their group is called a raft.
And herrings make an army—have you heard a thing so daft?

Sardines form a tight-knit group—like Mom and Dad and me.
Perhaps that’s why a sardine clan is called a family.




