This is my chase,
To see whose best,
This s my race,
No time to rest.

NearLg there,

[ see it ahead,

[ smell the sweet taste of Bridlewood atr.

[ hope | win, [ think I'm best.

Oowne minute left,

This is my race, my chance to win,

Oh wawn, now the people are starting to stng.
Don't put Your heao doww, | shouted behinad,
Bveryone cheered whewn they saw the stop sigw,
Hurray, Hurray the people cheered

| started to groom my bearded.

[ won the race, so fast <o quick.

Now everyone started to be sick.
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