
My Good Old Backpack

My backpack has a rip in it,
But I don't really care.
It hops with me, it jumps with me,
It goes 'most everywhere. 

Sometimes it's filled with school stuff,
or balls, or special junk,
Sometimes my lunch bag opens up
and then it's full of gunk. 

I tie on charms and key chains
so it jingles and it chimes.
Without my good old backpack,
I'd have an awful time.

-Betsy Franco 










