
THE I THINK I’M TOO OLD TO BE A PRESCHOOL TEACHER BLUES 

I’m wearing finger painted denim shirts created by the twos. 

I keep a kleenex in each pocket for their sniffles and kerchoos. 

I’ve got gravel from the playground in my orthopedic shoes. 

I’ve got the “I think I’m too old to be a preschool teacher blues”. 

I’m singing songs about a dinosaur the color of a bruise. 

The only band I dance to is made up of brass kazoos. 

I’ve picked up Legos by the truckloads, heaven knows I’ve paid my dues. 

I’ve got the “I think I’m too old to be a preschool teacher blues”. 

Chorus: 

Yippee - I, I, E 

Yippee - I, I, O 

Yippee - Old Mac Donald had a farm 

Singing E, I, E, I, O. 

I display masterpieces made from stuff that folks no longer use. 

I don’t use bars of soap to wash, I carve them out to make canoes. 

I’ve scraped silkworms, gum and playdough off the sanctuary pews. 

I’ve got the “I think I’m too old to be a preschool teacher” blues. 

Chorus 

I’m making plans to take a field trip while my friends plan for a cruise. 

I’m staring at my cup of apples juice and wishing I could snooze. 

My back gets thrown out more often then the Dallas Morning News. 

I’ve got the “I think I’m too old to be, worried about the NAEYC, hoping they’ll like everything. 

they see, when they come to validate me and won’t think I’m too old to be a preschool teacher, 

Got the I think I’m to old to be a preschool teacher” blues.  Have mercy!! 


