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In a village far away N
Lived a little boy. J
The name of the village was Sweet Potato. '
Our heros name was Roy.

The way their village got its name
Everybody Knew.

Sweet potatoes were what they ate.
Sweet pobatoes were what they grew.

Sweet potato dumplings, sweet potato pies,
Sweet potato noodles, sweet potato Eries,
Sweet potatoes on the grill, sweet potatoice,
Sweet potato candy, sweet potato rice.
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' One night while Sweet Potato slef:t.
A rumbling rocKed their beds.
A roar liKe a thousand freight trains
. ShooK the sleep From their heads.
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- .* Roy ran to his window. -

. What was the racket about?
He heard the sound of hoofbeats.
He heard his neighbors shout,
“Rhino rampage! LooK out!” . o
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" Roy began to shiver.
" He Knew a herd of rhinoceros
Lived just across the river. -
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A% last the rhinos turned around
And swam back across the stream,

Leaving the frightened villagers
To wonder if it was a dream.




Only the torn-up leaves and vines
In the sweet potato Field

Proved that it was no nightmare.
The runaway rhinos were real,
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Till finally







Singing a brave little song to himself
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. * As he lifted and pulled the oar.
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Roy began to sing louder

To Keep his shakKing hands still.

And the rhinos began to listen,

As even rhinos will,

When a song is clear and true

And sung straight from the heart.

Roy sang all the way to the end of the song,
Then sang it again from the start.

Rhino, rhino, sweet pobato,
Sweet potato pie.

Rhino, baby rhino,

Rhino, don't you cry.
Rhino, don't you worry.
Rhino, don't you weep.
Rhino, rhino, sweet potato,
Rhino baby, sleep.







Roy sang his song again and again, ;
Trembling all the while {
Until he was almost sure

He saw the rhinos smile.

Until the rhinos waved their horns
And did a silly dance,

Stumbling and sKipping rhinos ‘
In a happy trance. |

——— L i e L ey e A










Roy reached down into his sack,
All the while singing his song,
And tooK the baby sweet potato
Plants he'd brought along.

He laid the plants in straight rows
And covered them with sand,
Then climbed bacK in his canoce
And rowed away from land.
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The rhinos eat what they've grown.
And nowadays on the other side.
The villagers have their own:

Sweet potato dumplings, sweet potato pies
Sweet potato noodles, sweet potato Pries,

Sweet potatoes on the grill, sweet potato ice. - .
Sweet potato candy, sweet potato rice.
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Now everyone has sweet potatoes °.
And everyone sings Roy's song. .

And sometimes it even seems to Roy
That the rhinos sing along:




Rhinb,-rhino. sweeb pot;ato.

- Sweet potato pie. -
Rhino, baby rhino,
Rhino, dont you cry.
Rhino, don't you worry.
Rhino, don't you weep.

. Rhino, rhino, sweet potato,

* ° Rhino baby, sleep.
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