
SUAVE    WORD DITTY
Morose

Wet weekends always make me morose, I’d rather be running outside…
Playing soccer with mates, swinging on gates, or looking for 

somewhere to hide.

Liver for dinner makes me morose, I can’t stand the taste of it…
I push it round my dish, hide it under the mash, and bury all the bits.

Family games make me morose, I’d rather be watching TV… 
I love sport and mysteries, and horrible histories, but Monopoly does 

nothing for me!


