
Practice
Once upon a time when I was young,
I could barely walk when I tried to run.
I fell on my face before I’d begun,
When I met my grandpa.

And he sat me down and said, “What’s wrong?”
When I couldn’t say, then he sang this song.
And I couldn’t sing, so I hummed along 
With my grandpa,
Who sang about . . . 

Chorus:
Practice. He said, “With practice,
You know, the fact is, 
You’ll learn if you try
And try and try again. 
Whatever you intend,
You can make it happen 
With practice.”

Once upon another time,  
A few years hence
I was learning to read,  
But it didn’t make sense.
Well, I got mad and totally tense.
Until I thought about grandpa, 
Who sang about . . .

Chorus

I used to think he had some magic,
’Cause he could do most anything.
But, now I know the real magic—
It’s in the words he used to sing.
He sang about . . .

Repeat Chorus 2 times.


