The Pig’s Escape

Early one morning he made his escape

Past the farmer who’d started to dig

Went the speedy squealing pig

In through the open door to the house

Ran past his wife who was wearing a wig

Went the speedy squealing pig

Onto the oak table that was ever so big

Dancing about and doing a jig

Went the speedy squealing pig

Wobbling up there and eating a fig

Jumping in bowls and cups and mugs

Went the speedy squealing pig

Back he went and out of the door

Left his food half eaten and chewed

Went the speedy squealing pig

Leaving a mess of the farmer’s wife’s wig

Ran past the farmer as he finished his dig

Went the speedy squealing pig
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