Fruits
By Valerie Bloom

Half a paw-paw in the basket
Only one o we can have it.
Wonder which one that will be?

| have a feeling that is me.

One guinep up in the tree
Hanging down there tempting me,
It don’ mek no sense to pick it,
One guinep can'’t feed a cricket.

Two ripe guava pon the shelf,

I know | hide them here meself,
When night come an’ it get dark
Me an’ them will have a talk.
Three sweet-sop, well | just might
Give one o’ them a nice big bite,
Cover up the bite jus’ so, sis,
Then no one will ever notice

Four red apple near me chair,

Who so careless put them there?
Them don’ know how me love apple?
Well, thank God fe silly people.

Five jew-plum, | can't believe it!

How they know jew-plum's me fav'rit?
But why hide them in the cupboard?
Cho, people can be so awkward.

Six naseberry, you want a nibble?

Why baby must always dribble?

Come wipe you mout’ it don’t mek sense
To broadcast the evidence.

Seven mango! What a find,

The smaddy who lef them really kind,
One fe you and six fe me,

If you want more climb the tree.

Eight orange fe Cousin Clem,

But | have just one problem,

How to get rid o’ the eight skin

That the orange them come in.

Nine Jackfruit! Not even me

Can finish nine, but let me see,

| don’t suppose that they will miss one?
That was hard but now me done.

Ten banana, mek them stay,

| feeling really full today,

Mek me lie down on me bed, quick,
Lawd, a feeling really sick.
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