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Where they k
a de;

g In a Fa,r-a.wa.g land where
swamps gurgle and bubble,
where squabbles break out
at the first sign of trouble.
And all dinosaurs -
horned, armoured or spiny,
have to be fearsome
no matter how tiny.
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It is here where the tribes meet,
like each year before,

to show off their braveness

- by how oud they can roar.




Yes, Bronty was different,
his eyesight was blurred.
His hearing was how
he kept up with the herd.




Loud noise was confusing,
the herd could be frightening,
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like the rumbles and bangs
of thunder and lightning.




Yet he heard the beauty that they never saw,
as they bickered about who’d got the best roar!
You see, Bronty was special, for he loved [ullabies.
His voice sang in harmonies, not battle cries. ~




