
 
The Unwanted Pet 

A poem by Andrew Snowdon 
 

"I'm lonely, no-one wants me," sobbed poor Rex inside his cage 

And they say I'm not quite housetrained, for someone of my age, 

It's true I chewed the furniture, though ate it more you'd say 

But that was cos I'm lonely, and got no-one else to play, 

I get on well with pussy cats, for you see I don't get fleas 

We love to rough and tumble, I chase 'em up the trees" 
 

Then just about to take a nap, two visitors happened by  

Jane the kennel keeper, and Gran Dinah, short and spry, 

Rex's ears pricked up, when he heard them speak his name 

Yet bothered not to move a paw, too tired to play this game, 

"My, such a great big fellow," Gran gasped in awed surprise 

"Just look at his teeth and tail!" which wagged away the flies 
 

"I'm not sure he's right for you, have you thought about a kitten?" 

But already it was clear to Jane, the dear old soul was smitten, 

She'd gazed into his sad old eyes, and saw how much they shared 

Two lonely souls together, Rex saw how much she cared, 

So slowly he got up, still nervous she was teasing 

When old Dinah stood on tiptoe, her smile so warm and pleasing 
 

Reaching up her hand, she stroked his cold wet muzzle 

And Rex began to purr, then along her jacket nuzzle, 

"Tell me, what's his breed?" asked Gran, "He looks quite voracious" 

"A Tyrannosaurus Rex," said Jane, "born in the Cretaceous, 

So he's getting rather on in age, insurance might be hard 

For vets he's quite a challenge, they'll charge you by the yard" 
 

"What's he like with strangers?" Gran asked with worried glance 

"Well he usually bites their heads off dear, given half a chance!"  

"Oh, so good for nasty burglars, those rascals might take heed 

 If I leave him in my lounge, and don't put him on a lead" 

"His owners hated pets," said Jane, "no time for hugs and kissing"  

"Well I hope you told them off!" gasped Gran 

"Truth is," whispered Jane," they're missing!" 
 

A glint of satisfaction, shone in Rex's eyes 

Something the old lady saw, and guessed at their demise, 

"Okay my dear, I'll take him, he's just the friend for me!"  

And Rex now ran about his cage, so happy for you see...  

It wasn't all his naughty tricks, she might have left him for 

For the goodness of his heart, was what Grandma Dinah-saw. 


