Boys
 

They're always loud and in the way,

And never hear a thing you say.

 

They never pick us for their team.

They think they're great; I want to scream.

 

One pulled my hair the other day.

I told him stop, to go away.

 

He said he had a big surprise,

And told me quick, to close my eyes.

 

I bet it’s just a worm or bug.

Surprised I was, he gave a hug!

 

Sometimes they hug; sometimes they shove,

BOYS! I detest the ones I love!

