  Lizzie Louse

Lizzie louse loved a hairy house,

Blond or brown curly or straight 

She was not fussy there was none she did hate,

She wandered around nibbling the head

Till fat and tired she’d go to bed,

She’d lay her eggs on strands of hair 

Stuck them on tight so they couldn’t leave there,

When they hatched with little legs they did crawl

Some would stay and some would fall,

Their little white sacks they left behind

To search for another house to find,

Lizzie stayed in her own little home

Until one day she got caught with a wash and nit comb

That’s the story of Lizzie the louse

So make sure the little ones don’t use your head for a house.
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