Little Red Hen

Little Red Hen, that I am

Asking for a helping hand

And refused and rebuffed 

First shunned and later cussed 

Little Red Hen on the road 

Could you lighten up my load 

But rebukes and turn aways 

Following my hardest days 

Little Red Hen working hard 

Moving and her feet are scarred 

Asks for rest to ease herself 

Locked out of others wealth 

Little Red Hen building homes

Out of pebbles, boulders, stones 

Could you lift two and two 

Sorry I’m not here for you 

Little Red Hen now has made

A forest in the everglade

They beat a path to her door

Cause she doesn’t need help anymore 

Little Red Hen will you share 

You’re so good, we know you care 

Won’t you hand us what you have 

So that we’re not feeling sad 

I’m sorry friends that I know 

You have to help a garden grow 

If not then the flowers will 

Not recognise nor give their fill 

I’m sorry but if you’re not part 

Of the excursion of the heart 

Then that segment of my soul 

Will not pour into your bowl 

Only what you give freely 

Is given back to you really 

What you covet and disdain 

Will never flourish to your rain 

So knock, knock, knock but you can’t come in

I’m protected from within 

A silent, inner, quiet wall 
That you can’t get through at all 

But you’ll have another chance

The next time I dare to dance 

To see the magic in the making 

The golden cake that I am baking

Or perchance you’ll go yourself 

Seeking to make toughness melt 

And if you have to call on me 

I won’t refuse what you may be  

But as for now its selfish might 

That brings you to my door tonight 

So try as hard as you may 

But you will not pass this way  

