
The Dinosaur’s Dinner by June Crebbin 
 
Once a mighty dinosaur 
Came to dine with me, 
He gobbled up the curtains 
And swallowed our settee. 
 
He didn’t seem to fancy 
Onion soup with crusty bread, 
He much preferred the flavour 
Of our furniture instead. 
 
He ate up all our dining-chairs 
And carpets from the floor, 
He polished off the table, then 
He looked around for more. 
 
The television disappeared 
In one almighty gulp, 
Wardrobes, beds and bathroom 
He crunched into a pulp. 
 
He really loved the greenhouse, 
He liked the garden shed, 
He started on the chimney-pots 
But then my mother said: 
 

 
 
‘Your friends are always welcome 
To drop in for a bite, 
But really this one seems to have 
A giant appetite. 
 
You’d better take him somewhere else, 
I’m sure I don’t know where, 
I only know this friend of yours 
Needs more than we can spare!’ 
 
And suddenly I realized 
I knew the very place, 
And when I showed him where it was 
You should have seen his face – 
 
I don’t think I’ve seen anyone 
Enjoy a dinner more, 
I watched him wander on his way, 
A happy dinosaur! 
 
The council did rebuild our school, 
But that of course took time … 
And all because a dinosaur 
Came home with me to dine! 


