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THE BOY WHO DID NOTHING

There once was a small boy, like you or me, 
Who climbed in the mountains and sailed in the sea, 
Who soared in the blue sky and splashed in the burns; 
His mother despaired of  him, and had some right turns. 
  
On returning home at the setting sun, 
He was asked by his pa 'And what have you done ?'.  
The boy he replied, not wanting to say, 
'Oh, nothing, pa, nothing - nothing all day' 

This boy who rode the strubble-horse well, 
Who clung on to reindeer and never once fell, 
He talked with the tea-farer, he fought with the crocs, 
And flew like an eagle and dived from the rocks. 
  
On returning home at the setting sun, 
He was asked by his ma what he had done: 
The boy he replied, too tired to say, 
'Oh, nothing, ma, nothing - nothing all day'   

The boy, he could hide in the trees half  the night 
And play with the wolves with never a fright, 
He could dart about with the owls in the air, 
And with all his pranks never turned a hair.   

On returning home at the rising sun, 
He was asked by his pa 'And what have you done ?'.  
The boy he replied, not wanting to fight, 
'Oh, nothing, pa, nothing - nothing all night'   

In the winter snows the boy would skate, 
And bark with the huskies and stay out till late; 
The polar bears loved him, the walruses too, 
And the boy stood on icebergs to admire the view.   

On returning home at the setting sun, 
He was asked by his ma, what he had done.  
The boy he replied, not wanting to say, 
'Oh, nothing, ma, nothing - nothing all day'    
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In the long summer days the boy played with mice 
And scurried in hedgerows where the smell was so nice; 
Then large as an oak-tree he strode through the wood 
To frighten the giants whenever he could.   

On returning home at the setting sun, 
He was asked by his pa 'And what have you done ?'.  
The boy he replied, too busy to say, 
'Oh, nothing, pa, nothing - nothing all day'   

But the dreadful day at last did come, 
When a bear with a sore head batted his bum, 
And the boy fled home with his torn clothes, 
To seek comfort from ma for his bleeding nose.   

And his mother turned round at the setting sun, 
Bandaged his wounds and said 'What have you done?'  
The boy he replied, too frightened to say, 
'Oh, nothing, ma, nothing - nothing all day'   

With that, his mother scolded and sent him to bed, 
And told him to stay there and nurse his poor head; 
'Until you are good, here's where you'll stay, 
And do what you're best at: do nothing all day.' 
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