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The Cake Isn’t for Us

Let’s do and say we didn’t.

Well, we shouldn’t.

No, we couldn’t!

He’ll try it. She’ll try it.

Won’t you try it? Don’t deny it!

The cake she’s baked 

looks so delicious 

sitting there alone.

I’ll try it if you’ll try it.

No one will ever know!

We’ll just even out the frosting 

when we’ve finished, nice and slow.

Let’s do, and say we didn’t, 

if she asks.


