
         
 
There was a little boy that ate hotdogs, corn, and venison. Hotdogs 
corn, and venison. Hotdogs, corn, and venison. And everyday he would eat 
hotdogs, corn, and venison.   

For breakfast he would have hotdogs. Any kind. Sliced hotdogs, 
boiled hotdogs. White hotdog, grilled hotdog, and Glazier hotdog. Even raw 
hotdogs. Just hotdog for breakfast. He ate corn  Blue corn, golden corn 
sweet corn canned corn, frozen corn. No chips though just corn for lunch.  

And for supper he would have hotdogs corn an . Venison. Hotdogs,  
corn and venison. Hotdogs corn. And venison. Every day the same old 
things: hotdogs corn and venison.  

Once his mother bought a ham for him. She cooked it in a little frying 
pan on the stove. And she put some salt on it. And gave it to the little boy 
on a red dish. The boy looked at it. He smiled it. (It did smell delicious!) 
He even touched it but…  

“Is this corn?” he asked.   
“It’s ham darling said his mother, so his mother ate the ham herself 

and the boy had some venison.  
One day his big brother was chewing a raw carrot it sounded so good 

the little reached his hand out for a bite. 
 “Sure” said his brother. “Here!” The little boy almost put the carrot

into his mouth but at the last minute he remembered and he said. 







 


