
 
 
 
 

Lunch for a Dinosaur 
by Bobbi Katz 

 
I’m fixing a lunch for a dinosaur. 

Who knows when one might come by? 
I’m pulling up all the weeds I can find. 

I’m piling them high as the sky. 
I’m fixing a lunch for a dinosaur. 

I hope he will stop by soon. 
Maybe he’ll just walk down my street 

And have some lunch at noon. 
 


