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Verse 1  The school bell rings as a new day is dawning, 
  We’re wide awake but the teacher’s still yawning! 
  She says, “Coats on pegs!” but they end up on the floor, 
  School bags blocking the classroom door! 
  To the untrained eye it looks a riot scene, 
  But it’s all part of our Monday morning routine. 
 

Verse 2 There are mums lined up for a word – “Scuse me, 
  My baby’s got a cold so he can’t do PE.” 
  One wants to talk about the price of school meals, 
  She looks quite annoyed but imagine how the teacher feels! 
  She’s building up a real head of steam, 
  A common feature of our Monday morning routine. 

 
Middle 8 Doing the register’s impossible 
  ’Cause only half of us are there. 
  At this rate she’ll end up in hospital 
  Receiving psychiatric care! 
 

Verse 3 There’s dinner money to collect, and permission slips 
 For seventeen forthcoming school trips! 
 So much to sort it’s not surprising 
 The temperature and the pressure’s rising. 
 Then like the Hulk she roars and turns bright green, 
 But hey, what’s new? It’s just our Monday morning routine. 
 Monday morning routine – yeah! 
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Verse 1  Who’s a whizz with scissors and a staple-gun? 
   Who will always get the impossible done? 
   Who can liven up the dullest wall 
  And finish in no time at all, 
   Laughing off a paper-cut  
  That would make a grown man cry? 
 
 Chorus  Hey! T.A. 
               Nowt gets in the way 
               Of another great display, 
               To brighten up our day. 
 
Verse 2   Who’s on hand with plenty of sympathy, 
         When you’ve bumped your head or grazed your knee? 
         And when an infant, shall we say, 
         Gets caught short at morning play, 
         Who’s the first one on the scene  
  With rubber gloves and bleach? 
 
        Chorus  Hey! T.A. 
                You’re not one to delay,  
                You’re in there right away, 
                To brighten up our day. 
 
Verse 3     Who’s got multi-tasking to a tee? 
                 Who can make things happen magically? 
         Who can make the photo-copier do 
                 Everything she wants it to? 
                 Including A3, double-sided!  
  How? We’ll never know.  
      
        Chorus  Hey! T.A. 
                You’re armed with PVA, 
               Poster paints and clay, 
                To brighten up our day. 
                Hey! T.A. 
                You’re with us all the way, 
                At work, at rest, at play, 
                You brighten up our day. 

 
 Chant T.A! T.A! T.A! T.A! x4  
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Verse 1  The weather’s quite inclement, 
  It’s cold and blustery. 
  A wet and windy day,  
  And there’s torture on the way 
  ’Cause we’ve got ‘outdoor’ PE. 
  It’s like a time-bomb’s ticking 
  As we wait to hear the call… 
  “Come on, Get changed! Quick march! Line up 
  Outside against the wall!” 
 

Verse 2 We’re waiting for the stragglers  
 Who say they’ve lost their kit. 
 We shiver and we shake,  
 And we quiver and we quake  
 ’Cause the wind’s picked up a bit. 
 As we turn blue, our teacher  
 Finds it so hard not to gloat, 
 While we’re in flimsy vests and shorts  
 She wears her winter coat! 

 
Verse 3  We jog twice round the field,  
       A ‘warm-up’ as it’s known. 
       That’s such a stupid phrase,  
  And it’s really not the case 
   ’Cause we’re frozen to the bone! 
  We’re jumping over puddles 
  And the spots where dogs have ‘been’, 
  While trying, without much success, 
  To keep our trainers clean. 
 

Verse 4  The nightmare now is over, 
 At least until next week, 
 When I will bring a note,  
 Which I’ll say the doctor wrote,  
 Diagnosing my flat feet! 
 But then a spanner’s thrown 
 Into this cunning little scheme…..  
 The teacher’s made me captain 
 Of the school cross-country team! 



‘Goodbye, My Friend’ by Andrew Oxspring 

 

         © Edgy Productions 2008. Unauthorised performing and copying prohibited. See p2 

 

Page 31 

 
 

   “School dinners, school dinners, 
   Concrete chips, concrete chips, 
   Sloppy semolina, sloppy semolina, 
   I feel sick! Fetch a bucket quick!” 
 
Verse 1 Well that’s a song that they used to sing, 
  Then Jamie Oliver went and changed everything. 
  Now there’s no single chip or burger in sight, 
  ’Cause we don’t do fat or sugar  
  Or anything that’s been deep-fried. 
  The new school dinner, designed to keep you thinner,* 
  Promotes a healthy body and mind, 
  And with better eating habits 
  We’re all becoming quite refined! 
 

Verse 2 So now we dine on soup of the day, 
 Lightly poached salmon, truffles and pomme purée, 
 Not forgetting those asparagus tips.   
 Yes it’s only haute cuisine  
 That’s getting past our lips. 
 The new school lunch packs a mighty punch 
 And is really causing a stir, 
 ’Cause for very little money 
 We’re all eating cordon bleu! 

 
Verse 3 We used to find so unpalatable 
  The very thought of a fruit or vegetable, 
  Now we’re glad to say that’s all in the past. 
  But this food revolution, 
  How long can it last? 
  The new school meal, it’s a healthier deal 
  But we’re not as fit as we could be………… 
  ’Cause at weekends we still pig out 
  On Burger King and KFC! 
 
* alternative lyric if you don’t want to mention weight loss: 

The new school dinner, well it’s a real winner, 
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Verse 1 No, we’re not into niceties. 
 We’ve not got time for those PGs. 
 We want to see a car chase 
 Star ships exploding in space, 
 A little bit of action please. 
 Your average kid just wants t’  
 See some big hairy monster, 
 With an appetite to match! 
 It’s thrilling when ‘goo’ is spilling 
 We just can’t get enough 
 Of all that really yucky stuff. 

 
Verse 2 Those golden oldies are a bore, 
 And costume dramas make us snore! 
 What’s cool and oh so groovy  
 Is zombies in a movie 
 Giving aliens ‘what for’! 
 Don’t want no 40’s classic,  
 Give us something Jurassic, 
 With teeth as sharp as razor blades! 
 You can’t beat a huge meat eater, 
 We just can’t get enough 

 Of all that really yucky stuff. 
 
Verse 3 Turn out the lights, sit in the dark. 

 This one’s about a killer shark! 
 We are already smitten  
 ’Cause some poor bloke’s been bitten, 
 And it’s left a pretty nasty mark! 
 But when it all starts gushin’  
 We’ll hide behind a cushion, 
 Not quite as brave as we believed. 
 We want Tom and Jerry ’cause it’s not so scary, 
 We’ve had about enough 
 Of all that really yucky……. 
 That filthy, slimy, mucky……  
 All that really yucky stuff. 
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Verse 1  Another summertime has come, 
 Those endless days just filled with fun. 
 And yet this summertime will be 
 A little different for me. 
 Though many brightly shining lights are beckoning, 
 Right here, right now will always be special to me.  
 And so it’s…. 

 
Chorus Goodbye my friend, it’s not the end, 
      How could it be when we’ve got 
      Such memories to set us free 
      When we find being grown up  
 Isn’t all that it’s cracked up to be. 
 

Verse 2   Here’s where I learned to use a pen 
      And count in multiples of ten. 
      Here’s where I learned of foreign lands, 
      And how to swim without arm-bands. 
      Though opportunity is knocking at my door, 
      Right here, right now, is what really matters to me.  
      And so it’s…. 
 
 Chorus Goodbye my friend…… 
 
Verse 3   And, who knows, when we’re old and grey 

 We’ll raise a glass to yesterday. 
 We’ll talk of characters long-gone 
 And wonder how they’re getting on. 

      And I hope that our paths will cross again some day, 
 ’Cause right here, right now, will always be precious to me. 
 And so it’s…. 

 
  
 Chorus Goodbye my friend……  
  
 Repeat Chorus 


