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The Bugs Don't Bite
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ONCE upon a beddie time

Young Byron was bathed and cozy. All ready to go dozy.

The sleepy train arrived complete with it's apple foam and strawberry ice, ready to tempt the sleepy boy to Dozy Town.

Story completed his Mummy said, “Night, Night Byron.”

“I know if I don't sleep tight the bed bugs will bite.” The door closes softly and the sleepy express departs taking Byron to a world of wonder.

Meanwhile neath the sheets, down in the mattress, in the skin flake mines a loud achoo was heard. 

“Bless you Schmeezie,” says Hippie, “Do you think the young lad is dozing yet?”

“Hope so,” says Gwumpie, “I’m starving. If he don't go to sleep soon, I'm going to go up there to take it out of him.”

“Oh Gwumpie, You know the deal,” says Snoozie.

All of the bed bugs shout, “if you sleep tight we don't bite.”

Touching his miner's hat, Gwumpie picks up his pick axe, “I have waited long enough, I'm off to the surface.” He begins climbing up the spring.

“Achoo.”

“Oh Schmeezie, here,” says Hippie giving him her tie dye handkerchief, she had found her prized posession in the skin flake mines after Byron's nosebleed last week.

“Tank oo.” says Schmeezie, rolling it up and stick it up his nose so he looked like he had tusks. “It's the hoomans I allergick. A.. achoo.”

“SHH!!” says Gwumpie, “I am gonna bite his bum,”

Then the snow fall begins, beautiful white flakes falling down into the mine, ready for the Bugs to collect and eat.

“Get down Gwumpie. Remember what we promised, we like Byron.”

“IF HE SLEEPS TIGHT WE DON'T BITE.”

The Four Bed Bugs have finished for the day, they pick up their pick axes, buckets and head home deeper into the mattress.

Mummy bedbug gives them their supper, “What good little bugs, we have plenty to eat.”

They eat their supper, before being sent to bed.

We were good Mum, “He slept tight so we didn't bite.”

What good little bugs, she turns out the light. “You don't bite when you sleep tight.”

Byron's Mummy comes in, opens his curtains.

“Morning Mummy, I slept tight and they didn't bite.”

“That's good Byron dear, you get dressed and go out to play.” His Mummy says, “Now just to make sure they don't.” She throws back the covers and gets out Henry ...

The End. []
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ONCE upon a crazy morning time. 

The grass was wet with dew.

The sky was pink and the hill hazy.

In Kinloss Abbey the Flower Dragons flew.

There was Beaky, Shoes, Boo and Daisy.

They began to get ready for the day.

They want to work, so later they can play.

Cos in Kinloss Abbey, mornings are crazy

The little dragons were red, pink, green and blue.

They had long tails, with flowers at the end and puddle busters on.

When their wings beat strong the dragons flew

'I am bored, I no longer want to work,' said Daisy, the dragon

The other's said, “We need to work Daisy.”

‘Cos in Kinloss Abbey, mornings are crazy.

Daisy says, “but I am bored of caring for flowers

All we do is feed and water the stupid things

Which is really dumb cos in Scotland we get showers

We clean and polish until everything zings”

The others said, “We need to work Daisy

‘Cos in Kinloss Abbey, mornings are crazy.”

When no one was looking Daisy snuck away

Over the fields towards the pink, hazy hill

It looked so pretty on the warm sunny day

Her pink wings flew and flew, until 

Very, very tired she landed in a tree

She says, “I wonder if they will miss me.”

All they ever say is “We need to work Daisy”

'Cos in Kinloss Abbey, the mornings are crazy.”

Poor Daisy realises she is very lost

She is no longer bored sat in her tree 

She hasn't done her chores but at what cost

Her heart is heavy, she misses her family. 

Daisy begins to cry, her tears fall on the ground.

She wishes she could see her family fly over the mound.

She wants to here them say “We need to work Daisy.”

‘Cos in Kinloss Abbey, the mornings are crazy.”

Daisy smiles her heart leaps with glee.

Over the hill come Beaky, Shoes and Boo.

They land next to her in the Tree.

“Oh Daisy we missed you.”

“I want to go home.” She says.

“I won't be bored and want to spend my days.”

Working hard in Kinloss Abbey, keeping the flowers 

Working hard to make them zing.

Working hard for hours and hours

Until all of us can sing.

We Need to Work Daisy.

'Cos in Kinloss Abbey, the mornings are crazy.

The End. []
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ONCE upon a time, there lived an ant, but chicken, called Ant-butt Chicken.

Ant-butt Chicken lived on the farm with other chickens. The other chickens did not like Ant-butt Chicken, and thought she was strange, even the Littlest Chicken. She had brown feathers, instead of the pretty white ones like the other chickens had. And instead of a fluffy, feathery tail, Ant-butt Chicken had a butt like an ant. It was called an abdomen, but everyone just called it weird.

Ant-butt Chicken’s ant butt caused her some problems in day-to-day life. When the other chickens laid eggs, Ant-butt Chicken’s ant butt would not fit into a nest. When the other chickens would preen, Ant-butt Chicken could not reach her ant butt to clean it. While the other children would pet the soft chickens, no one would pet Ant-butt Chicken, because of her hard ant butt. Ant-butt Chicken felt that nobody liked her at all because of her ant butt. Sometimes she would hide behind the roost and cry.

One day, the other chickens were being very mean, saying not nice things to Ant-butt Chicken. It got so bad that one of the chickens threw a rock at Ant-butt Chicken. It hit her in the head and knocked her out. All the other chickens laughed, and then went back into the roost, thinking they were so funny and cool.

But then, a fairy fluttered over to Ant-butt Chicken, and pet her beak.

“Wake up, Ant-butt Chicken,” said the fairy. “Wake up.”

Ant-butt Chicken slowly opened her eyes and looked at the fairy. She rubbed her sore head and sat up.

“Who are you?” asked Ant-butt Chicken.

“I am the Fairy of Fairness. It was not fair what the other chickens did to you.” The fairy said in a kind voice.

“Not at all.” Ant-butt Chicken agreed. “Why do the other chickens hurt me and tease me?”

“Because they don’t like things that are different,” said the fairy. “And, you're different. How do I say this nicely?“ She hesitated. “You're...weird... Ant-butt Chicken, I mean look at your butt!”

Ant-butt Chicken was confused.

“WHOO! I mean, WOW... it's just... I mean, I hear in songs that big butts are nice but... WOW!"

“Aren’t fairies supposed to be nice?” Ant-butt Chicken asked.

“Hey, I said I was the Fairy of Fairness, not the Fairy of Niceness,”

“Fair enough.” Ant-butt Chicken shrugged.

“I’m here to grant you one wish. You’ve lived your life as a chicken, but part of you is an ant. Ants are kind and accepting and embrace differences; at least, that's what family movies lead me to believe. I will shrink you down to the size of an ant, and you will live like them. It is only fair.”

With a wave of her magic wand, the Fairness Fairy used her power to shrink Ant-butt Chicken down to the size of an ant.

The farm looked very different from the point of view of an ant. Chicken feed was as big as Ant-butt Chicken herself! A bed of clover was a perfect nest, and the rock that hit Ant-butt Chicken in the head was now as big as the barn!

Ant-butt Chicken was very excited! It was like a new life, a chance to start over and make new friends!

With confidence, Ant-butt Chicken marched up to a line of ants that were gathering food for their colony. 

“Hello!” Ant-butt Chicken waved a feathery wing to the ants.

The ants paused and starred at the new creature in front of them. 

“Um, I am here to join your colony and live like an ant.” Ant-butt Chicken said to the ants.

The other ants looked at each other, and then back at Ant-butt Chicken before they all fell over, laughing like they had just heard the funniest joke ever in their entire lives.

“You don’t even have feelers!” One of the ants shouted.

Ant-butt Chicken puffed up her chest. “No, but I have nuggets!”

“Oh yeah?” challenged the ants. “Where?”

Ant-butt Chicken opened her beak to answer, but then she realized that she did not actually know what part of a chicken were the nuggets.

“Can you fly?” asked another ant.

“Of course she can fly.” Another ant said. “She has wings and feathers, and is a bird. What a stupid question.”

“Well, actually,” Ant-butt Chicken said in a shy voice. “Chickens can’t fly.”

“They can’t fly?!” all the ants cried out, shocked
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