
‘Twas a night at McDonald’s, which was close to a Topper’s,

Not a burger was stirring, not even those Whoppers.

The soda was kept in the machines with care,
In hopes that customers would soon be there.

The fries were nestled, all snug in their grease, 

And one of those fries’ names was Reese.
I locked it up, slumped down, and I was counting sheep,
I was too tired to go home, so I fell asleep,

When inside the building there arose such a clatter,
I sprang up from sleeping to see what was the matter.

I searched for my keys, which had fallen to the floor,

In a desperate attempt to unlock the door.

The lights shining on the new-polished floors
Gave the luster of mid-day to the tables below,

When, what to my wondering eyes should appear,

But a red and white man, and eight, big fries that looked so queer,

With the big old burger, with a nametag labeled “Ronald,”

I knew in a moment that it was McDonald.

More greasy than burgers, his coursers they came, 

And he whistled, and shouted, and called them by name;
“Now, Greasy! now, Salty! now, Potato and Chip!

On Fryman! On Ryeman!
