


They say that a rhin
Ts nat made to fly-no
'Cause rhinog are too fat to fly.

And that rhinas, they ought
To be grounded and ot
To be dreaming of (ife in the sky.




But then there wag Roger,
RhinaCerag Codger,
Who (aoked at the blue with a “..sigh..."

And the Cadgity rhino
Said, "T know what T know,
And T knaw that Tm ganna try!”







H{e got bed sheets and rape,
And a tay telestope,
Then he Climbed fo the tap of a (edge.

With his bed sheets all tied
For a fabulous ride,
The old rhina then jumped off the edge.



Just for a seCond,
The old rhina reCkaned,
"Tm £lying!" Ye shouted, “at (agt!"

After not very fong,
Roger Saw he was wrong
When the ground Came a-rushing up fast!










With a thump and a thud
In the mire and mud
The old rhino wag battered and Sare.

But he hook off the mud
And the mutk and the Crud,
And deCided fo try it onCe mare.




A giraffe, named Sue Lodger,
Said, "Silly old Roger,
01d rhinog are nat meant fa £1y."

Gail Gapher then said,
"You are oyt of your head.”
"You Should stay on the ground! Me-ah-my!”



Sue Lodger said, "Roger,
RhinaCeras Codger,
Your plumpness will stop you from flying."

The gopher named Gail
Shouted, "Rager, you'll faill"
But old Roger went right batk to trying.



This time he got wings
And same ather fine things:
Like a barrel, a Wheel, and prapeller.

Ye got gaskets and geals,
And bananag' old peels,
Plus a red polka-dotted umbreller.










He jogged and he jumped
And he peddled and pumped
And he ran and he flapped all about.

But he Couldn't f1y, sadly.
e Craghed rather badly;
He got quite a bruise on his Shout.




A grizzied gorilla,
Named John Sass-Parilla,
Said, "Roger, this really is Silly."

And Tom Cass, the Cat,
SN Said, "You're simply too fat
*? To be lying about willy-nilly."



But that catty Tom Cass
And Garilla John's $ags -
They Could nat stap old Roger fram trying.

He wag straped. He was skun.
But he still wagn't done.
So, then Roger went right batk to flying.




Ye ot (evers and rudders
And window shade Shutters.
e added a hiCyCle tire.

He got kniCkers and hails,
Quitkly Sewed on some Sails,
A And he Called it his Sky-CyCle Flyer.







Up 0fd Mount Maneen,
Roger taok hig machine,
With a broom and a brush and a map.

e tugged and he towed
And he pushed and he Pulled.
Then he rade hi mathine off the tap.










But it didn't quite do
What he wanted it to,
And ofd Roger fell down fram the sky.

e went down. He went dawn.
e went DQWN, down, dawn, DOWN,
On !ﬁs head and he got a hlatk eye.




A babaon (aughed, "Absurd!
Raoger, you're Nat a hird.
You know rhinag don't £1y. They Can-NQT.”

"You are big ag a hlimp,
Roger,” said a small Chimp.
Well, this gave the old rhino a thought!
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Ta hig sky-CyCle flyer,
e fastened with wire,
A balloon made of old pantyhoge.

Then it started off fowly,
But ever o glawly,
$o ever So Sfouly...it rage.
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nch by inch it went higher,
The sky-CyCle flyer,
And Roger Went up with it too,

e went up. He went up!
He went UP, up, up, UP!
Way up high in the air Roger flew.



Rager (aughed and he grinned
With the feel of the wind
Qn his face and he felt fanCy-free!

He was up in the sky.
He was HIGH, high, high, HIGH -
WhiCh was just Where he wanted to be.
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Silly ofd Rager
He waved at Sue Lodger,
At John, and at Tom, and at Gail.

"Goodhye Chimp and Baboan...
Hope to See you all Soon!”
And with that good old Roger Set sail.



THE END
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