Mr Moo goes missing
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There’s the one about the little boy who wouldn’t say goodnight. 

He thought that if he didn’t he could just stay up all night.

And so it was his parents said when he hid by the shed

That if he ever showed again they’d have to box his head.

The little boy went on a hunt for stars that might have fallen

But all the while his belly ached why hadn’t he just eaten?

The only things that he could see, blown right across the garden

Were fallen leaves – no make-believes, no dream to set his heart on.

No food to eat, no juice to drink, no mum to give a cuddle

No teddy bear, no nice warm bath, no dad’s neck for a nuzzle.

And when he realised all of this the boy began to cry

Although the stars shone brightly now they seemed to stay up high.

He needed something close at hand, a mummy for a friend –

At this of course she saw him there, and here our tale must end.

She swept him up and held him tight and wiped away his tears

She listened to his ‘uh-oh’ tales and soothed away his fears.

His mum was here; his daddy too, and all his teddy bears,

The stars might seem a long way off but sleep could take him there.

Vicky Nicholls

 ******************************

Mr Moo goes missing (part ii)

She read the words in steady tone though no-one could be seen

But when she reached the ‘tiger’ word the little man came clean

His cheeky chops popped round the flap,

His jim-jams all askew,

He giggled, shrieked with pure delight,

And wet his nappy through.

