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One day I drew a giraffe out of chalk.

My giraffe came dlive. He could eat, he could talk.
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My giraffe liked that tree.
I+s green leaves were juSt right.
When they tickled his neck,
he was rather a Sight.

But still I could see that
his face looked forlorn,
peering out from among

+he Acacia thorns.

“I'm dlone!” he cried out,
“there’s just grey all around.”
So I drew him a tree,
growing up from the ground.




And he would not laugh. Instead he Jjust said, So I drew ham some gmss I+ was dor'k green ond lush

“T am tired! I can’+ use this cement for a bed!”

And soon the ﬂlgh‘f' cctme and all wcrs d hush
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