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We’re	spinning	in	a	circle	and	we’re	marching	in	a	square	
We’re	resting	in	a	rectangle,	then	we’re	jumping	everywhere	
	
We’re	trotting	in	a	triangle	on	our	trusty	horse	
We	turn	at	every	corner	so	that	we	stay	on	course	
	
We’ll	shuffle	down	a	zig-zag,	mosey	back	and	forth	
We	move	in	all	directions:		south,	east,	west	and	north	
	
We’re	spinning	in	a	circle	and	we’re	marching	in	a	square	
We’re	resting	in	a	rectangle,	then	we’re	jumping	everywhere	
	
Say	hey,	hey	ho.			
On	your	feet,	stretch	your	legs	time	to	go,	go,	go	
Say	ho,	ho	hey.			
Save	sitting	around	for	a	rainy	day	
	
We’re	dancing	in	a	diamond	on	our	tippee-toes	
Our	arms	are	moving	gracefully,	we	twirl	nice	and	slow	
	
We’re	driving	in	a	pentagon	in	our	shiny	car	
We	stop	to	ask	directions	so	we	know	where	we	are.	
	
Up	ahead	we	see	an	octagon,	so	to	it	we	all	hop	
We	read	the	four	white	letters,	they	tell	us	all	to	stop	
	
We’re	spinning	in	a	circle	and	we’re	marching	in	a	square	
We’re	resting	in	a	rectangle,	then	we’re	jumping	everywhere	
We’re	resting	in	a	rectangle,	then	we’ll	go	back	to	our	chair	
	


