
F f
Fun Freddy loved fried food on a dish.

So I fed him French fries and fancy fried fish.

“Fry me some fritters,” he said with a smile.

“For five dozen fritters, I’d walk fifty miles.”

Freddy feasted on fresh fritters

for a day and a week.

But his frying ended

when the pan fractured and leaked.

What food shall he feast on? He can no longer fry.

Without fried food, Freddy feared he might die.

Now read this rhyme both fast and slow,

And find all the F words as you go.


