
Harry the hamster

For Harry the hamster life’s a bore,
He has no tunnels to explore.

He feels so sad and sleeps all day,
No toys or games for him to play. 

His cage is bare and far too small,
He climbs the bars upon his wall,

The world outside seems far too loud,
And he’s nowhere to hide from the crowd.

This hamster dreams of ways to run, 
A plastic wheel for lots of fun,

A wooden hideout and cardboard tubes to chew
A weekly clean to make his home feel brand new.

His owner needs a helping hand, 
To make this hamster’s life feel grand. 
She’ll ask her vet tell to tell her ways

To give Harry the hamster happier days..
 

By Anna Baggott



How do you 
think Harry 

was feeling? 

How was Harry 
affected by  
the actions  
of people? 

Why do  
Harry’s feelings 

matter? 


