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I have a spider inside me.
It makes my lips smack.
I have a spider inside me
and it makes me feel black.
           His name is Tourette’s.         
  
I have a kangaroo inside me.
It makes me jump up and down.
I have a kangaroo inside me 
and it makes me feel brown.
          His name is Tourette’s.
                                              
I have a frog inside me.
It makes me warty and mean.
I have a frog inside me
and it turns me green.
          His name is Tourette’s.              

I have an eel inside me
and it makes me slither.
I have an eel inside me 
and it makes me shiver.
          His name is Tourette’s.

I have a wild horse inside me.
It makes me feel like prancing.
I have a wild horse inside me
and it’s always dancing.
          His name is Tourette’s.      

I have a tiger inside me
and it makes me growl.
I have a tiger inside me
and when I get mad, I go “r-o-w-l!”
          His name is Tourette’s.

I’m going to shoot those animals.
I’m going to bring a banana.
I’m going to shoot those animals.
I’m going to wear a bandanna.

And then the puppy inside me
will make me happy and play.
And then the puppy inside me
won’t ever run away.
          His name is Justin. 


