
•  Around	  the	  camp	  there	  was	  a	  rumor	  
•  That	  a	  snipie	  known	  as	  “Bloomer”	  
•  Was	  out	  stru9ng	  thru	  the	  wood	  
•  Just	  as	  proudly	  as	  he	  could	  

	  

•  In	  his	  pre>y	  bright	  pan@es	  
•  He	  was	  going	  to	  his	  aun@e’s	  
•  Walking	  thru	  flower	  and	  P.I.	  
•  Trying	  to	  look	  coy	  and	  shy.	  

•  But	  his	  bloomers	  began	  sagging	  
•  Just	  as	  campers	  started	  bagging	  
•  And	  with	  them	  down	  around	  

his	  ankle	  
•  He	  got	  in	  an	  awful	  tangle.	  

•  As	  he	  shrieked	  and	  hid	  his	  face	  
•  Campers	  ran	  from	  every	  place.	  
•  They	  caught	  and	  cooked	  him….	  	  

	  	  Ev’n	  made	  broth….	  
•	  	  	  And	  used	  his	  bloomers	  for	  the	  

table	  cloth!	  
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