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Hello, it’s me—no, not Adele,
 But buckle up, I’ve tales to tell!

 Not love songs, no, that’s not my jam,
 I’ve crazy rhymes and stories that slam!

There’s pirates who trip on their wooden feet,
 A wizard whose spells end in smelly defeat!

 A cricket with jokes and a cat that talks,
 And pants that fly through the air—no socks!

My rhymes are silly, gross, and loud,
 They’ll make you gasp and make you proud!

 From flying teapots to burping frogs,
 This book is filled with weird and wogs!

So open up and take a peek,
 There’s toilet trouble and dragons weak!

 If nonsense, fun, and laughs you seek,
 You’ve found the book that’s truly unique!

So read away, just wait and see,
 And don’t forget—hello, it’s me!

THE END!



The Little Mermaid’s 
Big Mistake

Beneath the sea, where fishies swam,
 Lived a mermaid named Soggy Sam.

 She longed for legs, she cried, "Oh gee!
 I wish to walk—no more for me!"

The sea witch grinned, all sly and thin,
 Said, "Fine, my dear! I'll trade your fin!

 But heed this warning, should you ask—
 Once it's done, there’s NO going back!"

Sam didn’t listen—she didn’t care,
 She swapped her tail for two feet bare!

 But when she tried to take a stride,
 She wibbled, wobbled, slipped, then cried!
Her knees were knobby, her toes were grim,

 Her legs were weak, her balance slim!
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 Each step she took—oh what a blunder!
 She tumbled down—just like a thunder!

She screamed, "This STINKS! These feet are sore!
 I liked my FINS, I liked them MORE!"

 She tried to swim, but—OH DEAR ME!
 Her legs just flailed awkwardly!

She sobbed, "My tail was nice and neat!
 These legs are RUBBISH—big and beat!

 They cramp! They ache! They trip and flop!
 I can’t even do a belly flop!"
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She stomped to the witch, "I WANT TO SWIM!
 These feet are horrid, dull, and grim!"

 The witch just laughed, "Too bad, my dear!
 You wanted feet—now LIVE in fear!"

So now poor Sam must wobble and crawl,
 She can’t swim fast—not at all!

 She cries at night, she shouts "Oh NO!
 My legs are SORE, they’ve got to GO!"

So kids, beware of what you seek,
 Or you’ll end up with smelly feet!
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The Horrid Duckling

You’ve heard of the Ugly Duckling tale,
 But this one's far more grim and stale!

 A story not of grace and glory,
 But one that's truly thick and gory!

One stormy night, beneath the moon,
 An egg hatched with a giant BOOM!

 Out popped a duck—good grief, oh why?!
 With warty feet and googly eyes!

His beak was bent, his wings were torn,
 His feathers looked like popcorn worn!

 His honk? A BURP so loud and vile,
 It made the farmer run a mile!
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The mother shrieked, "Oh, what a blunder!
 Did I hatch a duck... or some sick plunder?!”

 The other chicks all held their noses,
 For he smelled like soggy roses!

Rejected! Shunned! He waddled away,
 His belly rumbled—"What’s for today?"

 He gobbled worms, a rotten fish,
 And slurped up someone’s leftover dish!
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Then one day, he saw a sight—
 A muddy goose, full of delight!

 She had a beak all green and thick,
 And smelled like rotten garlic sick!
“Oh, what a stink! Oh, what a mess!

 You’re just like me—I must confess!”
 They honked, they burped, they rolled in grime,

 Two filthy birds—a love sublime!
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And so, dear friends, don’t try to hide,
 Your warty feet or stinky pride!

 For somewhere out there, near or far,
 There’s someone who’ll love you just as you are!

And so they lived, in filthy bliss,
 Rolling in slime, sealed with a kiss!
 And if you visit their pond today,

 You might just faint and run away!
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What Is It About Fish?
What is it about fish?

 I agree, they’re nice on a dish!
 But they swim so calm, so free,

 Some are tiny, some big as your palm!
What is it about fish?

 They move with the waves,
 Darting in and out of caves.

 Through the weeds, they glide with ease,
 Munching on plants like underwater bees!

What is it about fish?
 They go up and down,
 They spin all around.

 They shimmer in colors—red, green, and blue,
 But they don’t make noise, not even a “boo!”

What is it about fish?
 They hunt on the ground,

 Yet never make a single sound!
 They wiggle, they wobble, they swish and they swash…

 But why do they always look slightly lost?
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A rotten toad, that’s what we’ll call,
Shall we blame him, or no at all?

In swamps and ponds, he makes his home,
But he’s not quite the creature you’d like to roam.

You see, toads in all walks of life,
Pop up when you least expect them, causing strife.

When your wife’s in the garden, picking away,
Who’s that behind the cabbage? It’s me, the toad, I say!

She screams and runs, “Ahh! What a fright!”
Leaving vegetables scattered, what a sight!

But don’t be too mad, I beg you please,
I’m helping the garden with my little feats.

I munch on slugs and snails galore,
The pests that feast on your veggies, and more.

So don’t think of me as a creature to fear,
I’m actually quite helpful, I swear, my dear!

A rotten toad 
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You may find me hiding under your shed,
Out of sight, and off you tread.

Move the shed, and in a flash, I leap,
Hoping to stay out of trouble, my secret to keep.

If you pick me up, I’ll be quite honored, too,
As long as you’re kind, and don’t make me stew.

Set me free without a bruise or harm,
And I’ll hop away, with no cause for alarm.

So when you see me, don’t scream and shout,
Let me help you, that’s what nature’s about.

A rotten toad? Perhaps, but true,
I’m just a creature with a job to do!
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In a secret place, where no one can tell,
Lived Eddie the porcupine, who lived quite well.

With quills so sharp, he’d prick at a touch,
He wasn’t too friendly and didn’t like much.

Eddie was grumpy, and a bit of a tease,
He’d warn you, “Don’t touch me, just let me be, please!”

One gentle poke, and you’d soon learn,
That Eddie’s quills would make you squirm.

“Touch me, and ouch! Don’t touch me as such,
Those spikes will hurt and leave a big crunch!”

If you dared sit near, you’d soon be in pain,
For Eddie’s spines would bring sharp disdain.

“Don’t sit on me,” he’d say with a frown,
“My spikes will rise up and take you down!”

So heed his advice, and stay far away,
Let Eddie have peace and enjoy his day.

If you see him out there, be cautious and wise,
Respect his space and avoid his sharp ties.

For Eddie the porcupine, though grumpy, you’ll see,
Would rather be left in peace, just like me!

Eddie the Porcupine
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flea’s, bees
 and the monkey 

There once was a bee,
Who had a friend with a flea.

They went out all night,
Partied though they might,

And woke up with a headache in the morning light.
A monkey nearby,
Was feeling so shy,

No friends to talk to, feeling so sad,
Wishing for company, wishing for fun he’d never had.
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Then the flea and the bee came along,
Singing, “Hey monkey, come join us in song!”

The monkey smiled wide and joined the spree,
Partying with joy, as happy as can be.

Through the night, they danced with delight,
The monkey now knew where he’d belong—

With his friends, the flea and the bee,
Together they sang and partied on all night long.

But the fun didn’t stop when the sun began to rise,
The monkey and his friends were full of surprise.

They ran through the forest, laughed and played,
Making memories that would never fade.
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The bee buzzed cheerfully, the flea jumped high,
And the monkey swung from tree to tree in the sky.

They didn’t care about the world around,
For in their friendship, joy was always found.

Days turned to weeks, and the fun never ceased,
The monkey, flea, and bee lived in peace.

Now, the monkey knew he was never alone,
For his friends were always there, like a love that’s

grown.
So, if you feel lonely, just like the monkey did,

Remember the flea, the bee, and how they hid,
In each other’s hearts, a friendship so true,

A lesson for all—good friends see you through.
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Gareth Sloth
Gareth Sloth is clever, but slow,

 Walking around, he steals the show.
 Taking his time, with nowhere to go,

 Moving so steady, as soft as the snow.
Out on the road, strolling with ease,

 Cars stop and pile—he moves as he pleases!
 No rush, no hurry, just taking it slow,

 While the world around him starts to overflow.
Crack a joke, and when I laugh,

 It comes so late—just half and half!
 But Gareth’s way is calm and cool,

 Slow and steady, that's his rule.
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Henry the Eighth, what a rotter,
 Had six wives—thought he’d got her!
 Charmed them all with a royal sigh,

 Then said, “Off with her head—goodbye!”
One by one, they met their fate,

 Divorced, beheaded—oh, what a state!
 The Tower of London, full of gloom,

 Echoed with wives’ unfortunate doom.
Blood and gore in a great big ton,
 Yet Henry still thought he’d won!

 But karma’s twist had quite the say—
 He ate too much and waddled away!

Henry VIII – The Rotter King
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Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer too,
I’m half crazy, but do you have a clue?

I can’t afford a hotel,
But the barn will have to do, oh well!

You look so sweet under the hay,
With me and you, what do you say?

No fancy dinners or a shiny car,
Just some hay and moonlight from afar.

We’ll dance with the cows, laugh with the sheep,
And watch the stars as we fall asleep.
No need for silk sheets or a fancy bed,
Just a cozy spot with hay for our head.
So, Daisy, Daisy, what’s it going to be?

A barn romance, just you and me!

Daisy 
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Don’t Drop the Daisies
Don’t drop the daisies, oh, what a sight,

Their petals so soft, their colors so bright!
Each one a treasure, so simple, yet pure,

Handle them gently, their beauty’s a cure.

They sit in the meadow, or in a vase,
Spreading their charm all over the place.

Pick them with care, don’t let them fall,
For once they’re dropped, they’re gone, that’s all!

Don’t drop the daisies, they’re fragile, you see,
Each little bloom is a gift, wild and free.

Their petals like sunshine, their stems so tall,
Dropping them means missing the magic, that’s all!

So next time you see them, hold them with grace,
Let them stay perfect, in their rightful place.

For daisies, dear friend, are meant to stay bright,
Don’t drop them, or you’ll miss their delight!
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When I was a lad of 10,
I went to line dancing with my friends.
I stepped up there, ready to prance,
But ended up nearly flat on my arse.

 
The music played, the crowd was loud,
I tried to move with the line, so proud.

But my feet slipped, my balance betrayed,
And down I went, not how I'd portrayed.

 
Now I look back, a chuckle I share,

The dance steps I knew, vanished in air.
But in that moment, I felt so free,

A memory etched, though the moves can't be.
 

The rhythm, the joy, the laughter so bright,
Even if the dance didn't go right.

It wasn't about steps, or moving in sync,
It was about joy, more than we think.

Line Dancing 
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David the bear was rare to see,
 Hiding away where no one could be.

 Though big and bold, he roamed with delight,
 Free to feast from morning to night.

One fine day, without a care,
 David strolled to the village square.

 He found some crackers and a bit of bread,
 Munching away with no sense of dread.

But soon the villagers gave a shout,
 Chasing poor David all about!

 Around the houses, through the trees,
 Even a mouse ran fast on its knees!

David escaped, lost from sight,
 Back to the woods with all his might.

 And from that day, he learned with glee,
 The village is no place for a bear to be!

David the Bear 
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Barbara was a lady of high-class
grace,

 Up all night in her quiet place.
 Polishing glasses with careful delight,

 Making them sparkle, shiny, and
bright.

Every night at half past one,
 Out they came, one by one.

 She’d clean each glass with tender
care,

 Till not a single smudge was there.
And once the task was finally done,
 Locked away, each and every one.
 She'd sigh with pride, then dim the

light,
 Tuck herself in, and say goodnight.

Barbara 
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TV Licence – What a Joke!

TV licence—what a joke,
 Paying for stuff that’s going broke!
 Nothing but reruns, day and night,
 Same old shows, it’s just not right!

Who remembers the Generation Game?
 Jim Davidson’s trick shots—never the same!

 Noel’s House Party—full of surprise,
 Now it’s just dull news in disguise!

Sitcoms once made us laugh till we cried,
 But now they’re gone—just cut and dried.

 Saturday mornings? Live and Kicking,
 Now it’s repeats—are they kidding?

Going Live and CBBC,
 Shows with fun and energy!

 But now what’s left on the telly?
 Dull news and repeats—it’s all just smelly!
So why do we pay? Can someone explain?

 The TV licence drives me insane!
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Surrey, the South East of the nation,
Full of charm and beautiful locations!

From Guildford to Reigate, then Redhill too,
These spots are the best, they’ll dazzle you!
Then there’s Oxted, Lingfield, and Limpsfield,

So many hidden gems, all quite surreal!
Don’t forget Dorking, or good old Horley,

In Surrey, you’ll never feel so sorley!
With hills, and green, and views that wow,

And National Trusts to see—oh, wow!
From forests to gardens, it’s a nature’s delight,

You’ll be saying, “Surrey’s just right!”
So when you arrive in this county so grand,

With a map in your pocket and a smile so planned,
You’ll explore, you’ll wander, you’ll have a blast,

And say, “Surrey’s the place, it’s quite a contrast!”

Surrey, the South East of the nation,
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Miss Klickers and the Vicars

There was a young lady called Miss Klickers,
 Who went for some tea with the vicars.

 She started a prayer at the start of the affair,
 Instead of "Amen," she said "knickers!"
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Dick Whittington and His
Disgusting Cat
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Then EEEKKK! The townsfolk ran away,
 For giant rats had come to stay!

 With pointy teeth and tails like whips,
 And horrid stinky cheese-drip drips!

"They eat our cakes! They steal our pies!
 They chew the hairs off Grandpa’s thighs!

 They swim in bathtubs, nibble hats—
 PLEASE, SOMEONE, HELP US EAT THESE RATS!"

Dick Whittington, with smelly socks,
 Wandered off past farms and flocks.

 His belly grumbled, his shoes went “squelch,”
 And oh—he really loved to belch! 

Beside him trotted Filthy Fred,
 A mangy, crusty, stinky head.

 With tangled fur and whiskers bent,
 And breath that smelled like a rotten tent.

They reached a town—but what a sight!
 The streets were brown instead of white!

 The air was thick with farts and goo,
 And puddles bubbled—green, not blue.
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Now Dick’s a hero, that is true,
 But London smells like rat stew poo.
 And Fred the cat? Well, he still eats,

 And sometimes spits out half-chewed feet!
So let this tale be clear and true:

 Don’t let your cat eat rats like stew!
 Or you might find, to your dismay,
 A burp can blow your town away!

Dick turned to Fred, “It’s time to feast!
 Go get those rats, you filthy beast!”

 The cat let out a HACK… SPLAT… PLOP!
 And up came something wet and slop! 

But then—CRUNCH! He ate a rat!
 Then two, then three, then five, then THAT!
 He slurped them up like hairy spaghetti,
 With guts all gooey, warm, and sweaty!
The Mayor cheered! The rats were gone!

 But oh no… something felt so wrong.
 For Fred’s big belly swelled and wobbled,

 Then grumbled, gurgled, groaned and bobbled.
Then—BLLAAAAAAARRRRGHH! A massive burp!

 Out flew tails and feet and fur and dirt!
 Then—RIP!—the cat let out a fart,
 So strong it blew the town apart!
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A squeaky stairs in the house so tight,
Is it a bird or a mouse in flight?

It squeaks and squeaks like mad,
Wakes me up, it’s driving me bad!

Step by step, it creaks and groans,
Like a ghost or some rattling bones.

I lie awake, hoping it’ll stop,
But it squeaks and squeaks—nonstop!

It sounds like a bang, like a knock at the door,
I jump out of bed, but there’s nothing more.

Just the squeaky stairs, forever at play,
Echoing through the house all day.

One day, I’ll fix it, or so I dream,
Until then, it’s the squeaky stairs scream!

squeaky stairs
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There was a Goggoozel, a creature so strange,
A creature with no name, acting all deranged.

He lived in a cave, tucked deep out of sight,
No one knew what he did, day or night.

He never came out, not for food or fun,
Just hid in his cave, away from the sun.

People would ask, “What’s that sound we hear?”
But Goggoozel would mutter, “Don’t come near!”

What did he do in his dark little lair?
Was he making a potion? Or combing his hair?

Did he play with rocks, or stare at the wall?
Nobody knew, not one soul at all.

Some said he was lazy, some said he was mad,
Others said he just liked to be sad.

But one thing’s for sure, that creature so odd,
Goggoozel was not one to make a big nod!

So if you see a cave with a strange little hum,
Know it’s just Goggoozel, having some fun.
He keeps to himself, in a world of his own,

In his little cave, all alone, alone.

Goggoozel
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My name is Widow Twanky, that’s what I’m called,
I work and I work in my laundry, appalled!

With soap on my hands and clothes in the air,
I scrub, I rinse, with an exasperated glare.

The piles never end, they just seem to grow,
Washing and folding, it’s a constant show.

And to top it all off, what do I get?
Two sons who keep me in endless regret!

One’s named Aladdin, so charming and bright,
But he’s always off chasing a magic flight.

The other’s Wishee Washee, who’s always a mess,
Dropping dishes, spilling tea—oh, what a distress!

Abanaza and the lamp, what a wild ride,
A genie’s surprise, and a magic inside!

But here I am, stuck with my laundry all day,
Wishing for peace or a holiday, hey!

So if you ever need me, don’t look too far,
Just follow the scent of laundry and bizarre!
I’ll be there, scrubbing and shouting in glee,

That’s life as Widow Twanky, come, you’ll soon see!

Widow Twanky
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Bob was a cricket who hopped here and there,
Looking for food, but his cupboard was bare.

He searched and he searched, but found not a treat,
He was tired, so he took a seat and sighed in defeat.

“Why, oh why?” he cried with a groan,
“Where is the food? I’m all alone!”

Then an ant popped up with a smile so wide,
“I can help you,” the ant said, full of pride.

“How can you help me?” Bob asked with a frown,
“Follow me, follow me, I’ll show you around!”
So Bob hopped along, though a little slow,

Puffing and panting, his legs moving so low.

Bob the Cricket 
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The ant led the way, with a dance and a twirl,
Bob tried to keep up, but was starting to whirl.

“I’m tired, I’m hungry, I just need a snack,”
But the ant kept skipping, “Just follow my track!”

Bob hopped and he hoped, his legs growing sore,
The ant, full of energy, darted some more.

“Where are we going?” Bob asked with a plea,
“To my pantry!” the ant said, “Come, you’ll soon see!”

But when they arrived, what did Bob find?
Just crumbs of breadcrumbs and a little rind.

“Is this all you have?” Bob asked in despair,
The ant shrugged and said, “It’s more than I’d share!”

So Bob gave a chuckle, despite his great plight,
At least he wasn’t hungry, not quite.

“I may not have much, but I’ve got a good friend!”
And they laughed and they laughed, on that note, 

The end
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Happiness, what does it mean?
You can’t see it, for it’s never been.
It’s not a thing you can hold or find,

But it’s something felt deep in your mind.

It lives in the heart, a warm, gentle spark,
A light that shines bright when things seem dark.

As Ken Dodd said, it’s not silver or gold,
Happiness is something that’s worth more than what’s sold.

It’s in the small things, a smile or a laugh,
A moment of kindness, or a peaceful path.
It’s not in the wealth, nor fame or the show,

But in the love you give and the kindness you sow.

So when you have down days, just like me,
Think of happiness and let it run free.

Spread it around, like sunshine above,
For happiness grows when shared with love.

It’s the joy in the little things we see,
In simple moments, where we just be.

So let it fill you, deep in your soul,
Happiness isn’t a goal—it makes you whole.
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Annie the Ant and 
the Raging Storm

Annie the ant went one fine day,
 To go outside and have a play.

 She skipped and danced without a care,
 Beneath the sun, so warm and fair.
But far above, the sky turned gray,

 The wind began to whoosh and sway.
 The trees all bent, the raindrops fell,

 A mighty storm began to swell!
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Then suddenly—a voice rang clear,
 “Come this way! You’re safe in here!”

 It was a beetle, big and round,
 Who led her underground.

Inside the burrow, safe and dry,
 Annie breathed a grateful sigh.

 And when at last the storm was through,
 The sky returned to sunny blue!

She thanked the beetle, waved goodbye,
 Then climbed back out beneath the sky.

 And now she knows, when storms do grow,
 Find shelter fast and don’t be slow!

THE END!

“Oh dear, oh no! Where should I hide?”
 Annie gasped and ran inside.

 But puddles grew and blocked her track,
 And lightning gave a mighty CRACK!

She dashed beneath a fallen leaf,
 Her tiny heart was full of grief.

 The wind howled loud, the thunder boomed,
 The flowers shook, the sky was gloomed.
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I may learn in a different way,
 Take my time, not rush through the day.

 Numbers dance, and letters spin,
 But that won’t stop the fire within.

I think in colors, shapes, and sound,
 Finding new ways to work things out.

 A puzzle piece that won’t fit tight,
 Yet still belongs—still shines so bright.
You may see struggle, but I see fight,

 Climbing mountains, reaching heights.
 I might get stuck, take longer too,

 But I won’t give up—I’ll see it through!
My mind’s unique, my heart beats strong,

 I find new ways to prove them wrong.
 So if you doubt or cannot see,

 That’s okay—this is me.
I dream, I laugh, I find my way,

 No one can take my light away.
 So let me shine, just wait and see—

 I can, I will—because this is me.
THE END.

Having a Learning Disability – This Is Me
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Robin Hood, the outlaw bold,
 Was meant to steal from rich in gold.
 But what a mess—oh, what a sight!
 The man couldn’t rob a thing right!

He tiptoed up to rob a knight,
 Tripped on his cloak—oh what a fright!

 The knight just sighed, “Oh dear, oh gee,
 Here, take my purse—just stop tripping on me!”

He tried to snatch a merchant’s loot,
 But missed the bag and grabbed his boot!

 The merchant laughed, “That’s not quite right,
 You’d be better off in a pillow fight!”
In Sherwood Forest, he made a plan,

 To rob the King’s gold-laden van!
 But when he jumped out, sword held tight,
 He screamed, “Oh bother, I left it behind!”

His band of Merry Men all sighed,
 They’d trained so hard—oh, how they tried!

 But Robin’s brain was full of air,
 He even got stuck in his own snare!
One day he tried a big-time steal,

 To pinch the sheriff’s roast-boar meal.
 He dashed right in, all filled with greed,

 But grabbed… a candle stick instead of feed!
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The Sheriff laughed and let him go,
 “Robin, you’re my favorite show!

 You try to steal, you really do,
 But honestly, I pity you!”

And so, dear friends, the tale is clear,
 Robin Hood was nowhere near

 A master thief or outlaw brave—
 He couldn’t rob a turnip cave!

So if you dream of stealing loot,
 Make sure you’re not an utter hoot!
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Rumpelstiltskin – The Blabbermouth Buffoon!

Deep in the kingdom, far from the throne,
 Lived a goblin with a whiny tone.

 His name? A terrible secret to keep,
 But oh—he was rubbish at shutting his beak!

A foolish girl, in golden despair,
 Cried, "Oh help! This just isn't fair!"

 The king had demanded straw into gold,
 Or off with her head—his heart was cold!
Then in waltzed Rumpelstiltskin the Small,

 With a grin so smug and gall!
 "I'll spin this straw, you silly lass,

 But your firstborn child—I'll take, alas!"

The deal was done, the gold was spun,
 The greedy king thought, "Oh what fun!"

 The girl became a royal queen,
 But soon her debt was yet to be seen!
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One night, the goblin came to collect,
 But the queen had planned a tricky bet!

 "If I can guess your name just right,
 You'll lose your prize this very night!"

He cackled, snorted, grinned with glee,
 "You'll never guess! Not possibly!"
 But oh, this goblin—such a fool,
 Could never follow his own rule!

For deep in the woods, he danced alone,
 Singing a song in a high-pitched tone:

 "They'll never know, oh what a sin!
 My name is Rumpelstiltskin!"

A servant hiding in the trees,
 Heard him sing—oh what a wheeze!

 He ran to tell the clever queen,
 Who smirked and said, "How dumb he's been!"

That night the goblin stomped inside,
 "Now guess my name!" he snidely cried.

 The queen just grinned and tapped her chin,
 And whispered softly—"Rumpelstiltskin."
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His eyes went wide, his face turned red,
 "How did you guess?! MY BRAIN IS DEAD!"

 He stomped his feet, he screamed in pain,
 Then tripped and fell straight down a drain!

So kids, beware, if you must keep a secret,
 Don’t sing it out loud like a fool who leaks it!

 For if you do, just like this goon,
 You’ll be flushed away—a blabbermouth buffoon!



Sir Clankalot and the Quest for the
Golden Spoon
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Sir Clankalot was not like other knights. While they were
tall, strong, and noble, he was clumsy, wobbly, and

could barely lift his sword without tripping over his own
feet. His armor was three sizes too big, and every time

he walked, it sounded like a hundred pots and pans
crashing down a staircase.

One day, King Wobblebottom summoned him to the
royal hall.

“Sir Clankalot!” the king bellowed. “I have an important
mission for you!”

Sir Clankalot tried to kneel, but his helmet slipped over
his eyes, and he toppled forward with a loud CLAAAANG!

The royal cat hissed and leaped onto the chandelier.

The king sighed. “I need you to retrieve the Golden Spoon
of Soupington! It was stolen by the fearsome dragon,

Snorgle the Sneezy! Without it, my royal soup tastes like
old socks!”

Sir Clankalot gulped. “A-a dragon, Your Majesty?”
“Yes! A terrifying, fire-breathing, toe-crunching beast!

Now go forth and be brave!”
Sir Clankalot had no choice. Off he went, clanking and

clonking all the way to Snorgle’s cave.
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The Dragon’s Cave

When he arrived, Snorgle the Sneezy was snoring loudly,
his giant nose whistling like a teapot. Sir Clankalot

tiptoed inside… but his armor was so squeaky it sounded
like someone playing the bagpipes badly.

Snorgle sniffed. He snorted. He sneezed.
“AHHHH-CHOOOOO!!”

The gust of snotty wind was so strong, it blew Sir
Clankalot backwards into a pile of treasure. He landed

headfirst in a helmet and rolled like a bowling ball,
crashing into a golden chest.

Snorgle blinked. “Uh… who are you?”
Sir Clankalot tried to stand up but got stuck. “I-I am Sir

Clankalot! And I have come for the Golden Spoon of
Soupington!”

The dragon yawned. “Oh. That old thing? I was using it to
scratch my back.”

Sir Clankalot made a face. “Ew.”
Snorgle sneezed again, and the spoon flew through the

air. Sir Clankalot dived for it… but his armor was so heavy
that he fell over like a toppled statue. The spoon landed

right in his visor.
“Well, that was easy,” Snorgle said.

Sir Clankalot wiggled and wobbled, trying to get up.
“Umm… could you help me stand?”

Snorgle sighed and picked him up like a toddler.
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The Triumphant Return
Sir Clankalot returned to the castle, dragging the golden

spoon behind him.
“Huzzah!” cried the king. “My soup will be saved!”

Sir Clankalot smiled proudly… just as his oversized
helmet slipped over his eyes again.

CLAAAANG!
The crowd gasped. The king sighed. The royal cat ran for

its life.
And so, Sir Clankalot was named “The Knight of the

Soup”—not for his bravery, but for being the only knight
clumsy enough to survive a dragon sneeze.

And that is how the kingdom enjoyed perfectly stirred
soup… forevermore.

THE END! 
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The Misadventures of
Whizzle the Wacky Wizard
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Deep in the heart of Wobblewood Forest, inside a crooked
old tower, lived Whizzle the Wizard. Unlike other wizards who

spent their time brewing wise potions or studying ancient
scrolls, Whizzle loved one thing most of all: experimenting

with ridiculous spells.
Unfortunately, most of them went terribly wrong.

One day, Whizzle had an idea. “I shall create the Spell of
Ultimate Helpfulness! A single flick of my wand, and poof!

Anything I wish for shall appear at once!”
His trusty cat, Mittens the Moody, rolled her eyes from her

perch on a stack of spellbooks.
Whizzle grabbed his wand and twirled it dramatically.

“Hocus Pocus, Wibberly Woo,
 Make this spell a dream come true!”

There was a loud BANG, a puff of purple smoke, and
suddenly—

BOOM!
A giant pancake landed on Whizzle’s head.

Mittens blinked. “Meow?”
Whizzle peeked out from under the syrupy mess. “Oops.

That was unexpected.”
He tried again. “Hocus Pocus, Wibberly Wee,

 Make this spell work properly!”
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ZAP! The air crackled. The tower shook. A shiny gold
teapot appeared on the table.

Whizzle grinned. “Aha! Progress!”
He poured himself a cup—only for the teapot to sprout

legs and run away, giggling.
Mittens face-pawed.

“I must fix this!” Whizzle declared. With a dramatic flick of
his wand, he shouted—

“HOCUS POCUS, WOBBLY WOO—”
KA-BOOM!!!

The whole tower exploded in a blizzard of glitter, frogs,
and floating underpants.

Whizzle landed face-first in a pile of enchanted
underwear.

Mittens, now covered in sparkles, gave him a death
glare.

“Uh-oh,” Whizzle muttered.

Just then, there was a knock at the ruined door.
It was King Wobblebottom, covered in flying frogs and

rainbow socks.
“Whizzle!” he roared. “WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?!”

Whizzle scratched his head. “Well… I tried to make a
helpful spell. But I might have created an army of flying

laundry instead.”
At that moment, a trouser snake (literally, a pair of

trousers with fangs) slithered past.
The king sighed. “Fix this. NOW.”

Mittens glared.
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Whizzle gulped. “Okay, okay… but first—does anyone want
pancakes?”

And thus, Whizzle spent the next three weeks chasing
flying pants, catching giggling teapots, and scrubbing

glitter off the castle ceiling.
As for Mittens? She found a new perch—right on top of
Whizzle’s head—to ensure he never did something this

stupid again.
THE END! 
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Clum

sy Pirate with a Parrot Pecking His Hat
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Chapter 1: The Clumsy Pirate and the
Pesky Parrot

Captain Blunderboots Sets Sail Captain Blunderboots was
not your average pirate. While most captains were fierce
and fearless, he was famous for being… well, clumsy. His

wooden leg always got stuck in floorboards, his sword was
often in the wrong hand, and his enormous pirate hat was
so big it covered half his face. But despite all of this, he had

one goal: to find the legendary Treasure of Tumbledown
Island!

His crew, the Soggy Socks, were a ragtag bunch of
misfits who weren’t the best sailors but were the best at
running away when things went wrong. And then there
was Squawk, his parrot, a mischievous bird who loved

nothing more than pecking at Captain Blunderboots’ hat
at the worst possible moments.

“Alright, ye scallywags!” Captain Blunderboots bellowed as
he stood on the deck of his ship, The Wobbling Walrus. “We

set sail for Tumbledown Island, where riches beyond our
wildest dreams await!”

Squawk pecked at his hat, making it fall over his eyes.
“Riches, schmiches! You’ll trip over your own feet before ye

find a single coin!” the parrot cackled.
The crew snickered, but the captain adjusted his hat and
declared, “Mark me words, Squawk! We’ll have gold in our

pockets by sunset!”
Little did he know, trouble was ahead.
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Chapter 2: The Map Mishap

The Map Mishap As The Wobbling Walrus sailed towards
Tumbledown Island, Captain Blunderboots pulled out his
treasure map. He squinted at the crumpled parchment
and turned it upside down. Then sideways. Then back

upside down.
“Ah-ha! We need to sail past the Whirlpool of Wobbles,

through the Sea of Slippery Sharks, and land at the Bay of
Bumbling Buccaneers!” he announced proudly.

Squawk pecked his hat again. “Upside-down, you buffoon!
We’re going the wrong way!”

Blunderboots gasped. “Why, ye sneaky bird! You won’t be
laughin’ when I find that treasure!” He tried to swat Squawk

away, but instead, he tripped over his own boot, sending
the map flying into the sea!

“ME MAP!” he wailed as the parchment floated away on a
wave.

The crew gasped. “Now what do we do, Captain?”
Blunderboots scratched his head. “Uh… follow the smell of

treasure?”
Squawk sighed. “We’re doomed.”
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Chapter 3: The Treasure Hunt Disaster

By some miracle (or just dumb luck), The Wobbling Walrus
reached Tumbledown Island. The crew waded ashore, and

Captain Blunderboots declared, “To the jungle! The
treasure awaits!”

The map was gone, but Captain Blunderboots had a plan.
“We’ll dig right ‘ere!” he shouted, pointing randomly at the

sand.
The crew shrugged and started digging. THUD! Their

shovels hit something hard.
“The treasure!” Blunderboots cried. He jumped into the

hole and tripped headfirst into a wooden chest.
The crew cheered as he threw open the lid… but inside was

not gold or jewels.
Instead, the chest was filled with… bananas.

“BANANAS?! Who in the name of the seven seas hides
bananas in a treasure chest?!” Blunderboots wailed.

Squawk cackled. “Hope ye like potassium!”
As the crew groaned in disappointment, something shiny

caught Blunderboots’ eye at the bottom of the chest. A
single golden coin.

“Well, it ain’t much,” he said, flipping the coin between his
fingers. “But it’s better than nothin’!”
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Then—BONK! The golden coin slipped from his fingers,
landed in the sand, and immediately disappeared.

Silence.
Squawk snickered. “Clumsiest pirate in all the seas, I tell

ye.”
Blunderboots sighed, dusting off his coat. “Welp, who’s

up for a banana feast?”
The crew cheered, and as they hauled the banana chest
back to the ship, Blunderboots smiled. Maybe he wasn’t

the best pirate, but he was certainly the funniest.
And that, he thought, was treasure enough.

THE END!
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Deep in the land where the tall
trees grow,

Lived a giraffe named Dudley,
gentle and slow.

With a long, long neck and
spots so bright,

He'd gaze at the stars every
single night.
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But one fine day, with a tear
in his eye,

Dudley let out a great big
sigh.

"I'm so very tall, and I feel
alone,

With no one to call on the
jungle phone!"
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Just then, a cat named Ralf
strolled near,

With a tiny meow and a flick of
his ear.

"Why are you sad?" the little cat
said,

"Let's go on a trip-lift up your
head!"
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Through grassy fields, they
hopped along,

Where a rabbit named
George hummed a song.

"Join our adventure, come
run and play!“

George wiggled his nose
and hopped their way.
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Past the meadow, through the
sand,

They found Jack the Kangaroo
so grand.

"G'day, my friends! Let's
bounce real high,

And touch the clouds up in the
sky!"
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Dudley leaped and Dudley
swayed,

But oh, dear me! He tripped and
brayed!

Down he tumbled-oh, what a
sight!

His friends all gasped in shock
and fright!
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Just then, a boy named Joe ran
fast,

"I'll help you up, don't fall on the
grass!"

With a gentle tug and a friendly
cheer,

Joe wiped away Dudley's tear.
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The Happy Ending Under the stars,
they lay at night, Talking and

laughing in the silver light. And so,
Dudley's heart was light and free-

Surrounded by love, just as it should
be!
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Until Next Time…

It’s time to say goodbye, but not for too long,
 More poems will come—some silly, some strong!

 With giggles and gasps, and stories to tell,
 So look out for another book if this one sells well!
For rhymes and adventures will never quite end,

 With new twists and turns just ‘round the next bend.
 So keep turning pages, don’t let the fun stop,

 Another wild tale might just pop!
So whether it's laughter, or something absurd,

 A poem, a riddle, or a made-up word,
 One thing’s for sure—you won’t wait forever,

 Because stories and nonsense are fun to treasure!
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Ahoy there, brave reader! Are you ready for a book packed with
laughter, chaos, and a little bit of grossness? Inside these

pages, you’ll meet a clumsy pirate, a bumbling knight, a
mischievous wizard, and even a strange creature called a

Goggoozel!
From spell disasters to silly treasure hunts, talking teapots to

flying trousers, every poem and story will leave you giggling,
gasping, and maybe even groaning (in a good way!).

Perfect for fans of ridiculous rhymes, silly stories, and
mischievous mayhem, this book is bursting with fun, nonsense,
and a few unexpected surprises! So turn the page and let the

madness begin… if you dare!
Warning: May cause uncontrollable laughter and a sudden urge

to look out for flying pants.

The Mischief Maker’s Book of Revolting
Rhymes & Wacky Adventures
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