9. Come To Your Senses

| love to see the fluffy clouds go by,
The colours of the rainbows in the sky;
The birds and bees and butterflies,

All nature’s gifts before my eyes,

| love to see the fluffy clouds go by.

Come ’round to your senses,

Come fully alive!

Come ’round to your senses, 1,2,3,4,5,
Come ’round to your senses, 1,2,3,4,5.

| really love the smell of mum’s perfume
And home-baked cakes when | get home
from school;

The sea breeze on a summer’s day,

The smell of freshly stacked up hay,

| really love the smell of mum’s perfume.

| love the taste of strawberries and cream,
The taste of chocolate really is a dream;
Hamburgers, fish and crispy fries,

Cold milkshakes and hot apple pies,

| love the taste of strawberries and cream.

| love to hear my friends come through
the door,

The sound of big waves crashing on the
shore;

Great music on the radio,

A tennis ball go to and fro,

| love to hear my friends come through
the door.

| love to feel the sand between my toes
And bubbles as they’re tickling my nose;
The falling rain and warm sunshine,

My daddy’s big strong hand in mine,

| love to feel the sand between my toes.
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