THE SAFEST PLACE

By Lorae Stirling

I’ve got a quarter in my pocket,

and a nickel in my shoe.

I’ve got a dollar in my hanky

and it’s hidden from your view.  

‘Cause I want to protect my money

and watch it as I play.

For you never know when you’ll need it

on that rainy day.

Then a thread unraveled,

now a big hole’s in my pocket.

My shoelace came untied—my nickel—

I think I’ve lost it!

Not think’n right, I used the hanky

To blow my little nose.

Well, then the dollar fell to the ground—

Gosh, that’s just how it goes.

So next time I earn a dollar,

a shiny quarter or a nickel,

I’ll hide it in the safest place

so I won’t be in a pickle!
