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4 FAVOURITE LYRICS FROM

THE WONDERFUL STORE
Here are 4  lyrics from songs in this popular recording most frequently asked for by children, parents, teachers and others.

Track 1. The Wonderful Store

Come on in to The Wonderful Store

Come on in through the magical doors

There’s everything you could possibly need

You can buy and try, it’s guaranteed

To wake you up and shake you up

There’s a thousand floors to take you up

And you float from floor to floor on air

Sitting in an easy chair.

Yes The Wonderful Store fulfils your dreams

You haven’t lived until you’ve been.

Come on come in to The Wonderful Stores,

Come on, come in through the magical doors

There’s cakes as tall as castle towers

With sugar trees and marzipan flowers,

Chocolate elephants with liquorice trunks

And mountains made from pineapple chunks.

Or if you are a greedy beast

And if you want a real feast,

You could eat your way through twenty feet

Of hamburgers then for your sweet

You could swim in a lake of trifle and cream

And wash yourself in a soda stream.

Come on come in to The Wonderful Stores,

Come on, come in through the magical doors.

Come and buy your fancy dress,

You could look like a lion or a dragon with a crest.

There are suits of armour, flowing skirts,

You could dress as a dog and roll in dirt.

There’s space kit, ballerina clothes,
Monkey masks, a huge false nose,

Wigs that change from red to blue,

Clown outfits with great big shoes

And ghost suits that you get dressed up in

To scare your granddad out of his skin!

Come on come in to The Wonderful Stores,

Come on, come in through the magical doors.

There are robots that can play the banjo

And tap-dance to a wild fandango,

Robots that juggle and do mad stunts,

Robots that shout and robots that grunt.

There are robots that sing operatic songs

That go on and on and on and on,

There are robots that double as money machines

Printing out hundreds and fifties and tens

As much as you want so spend, spend, spend!

Come on come in to The Wonderful Stores,

Come on, come in through the magical doors.

I’d like to tell you what’s on the thirteenth floor

Beyond the great big arch and the iron-bound door

And the locks and chains

But I can’t explain.....

Because it’s a secret!

Come on come in to The Wonderful Stores,

Come on, come in through the magical doors.

On the ninety-ninth floor, you can get your hair done

By a great big gorilla with an old paint-spray gun.

You can have it done gold or silver or pink

Or purple-spotted and trimmed with mink.

Or if you want the latest styles,

He’ll pull your ears till they stretch for miles,

He’ll rub your nose until it glows,

He’ll chisel your chin till it points like a pin,

Them he’ll spray your eyebrows so the grow

And tie them up in a beautiful bow

So

Come on come in to The Wonderful Stores,

Come on, come in through the magical doors.

The thousandth floor is at the top

Of this wonderful, marvellous, incredible shop.

You can stretch your hand and touch the sky,

There’s lots of sky things there to buy

Like bags of genuine moonshine,

Sparkling, golden sunbeam wine,

Wisps of cloud like candyfloss

Sprinkled on twinkling stardust broth

Yes the Wonderful Store fulfils your dreams,

You haven’t lived until you’ve been

So

Come on come in to The Wonderful Stores,

Come on, come in through the magical doors.
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Track 4. Tall Stories

My house is made of sugar

With a roof of coconut ice.

The stairs are made from nougat,

In the walls live chocolate mice.

You can eat it all,

There’s a humbug hall

Every room has a liquorice door.

When I’ve no bread 

I eat my bed

And sleep on the marshmallow floor!

Tall stories, tall stories, I will tell to you.

Tall stories, tall stories, every word is true!

My neighbour’s mouth is huge,

He fills it up with junk.

Sometimes he’s on the news

Doing crazy stunts.

He swallows a rhinoceros 

And then a hippopotamus

And two whole herds of goats.

Without the slightest fuss,

They take a big red bus

And drive right  down his throat.

Tall stories, tall stories, I will tell to you.

Tall stories, tall stories, every word is true!

I’ve sailed to secret islands

Where no-one else has been

And some were stark and silent

And some were lush and green.

I’ve seen cows with twenty heads

And pigs with thirty legs

In those lands beyond the seas.

And giants wild and hairy 

With mad eyes wide and staring

In the middle of their knees!

Tall stories, tall stories, I will tell to you.

Tall stories, tall stories, every word is true!

Once I drank fifty litres

Of water in one slurp.

It’s true, I wasn’t cheating,

I just swigged it down and burped.

Everybody thought it great, 

They shouted “Well done, mate!”

And stamped their feet and cheered.

But I wished I hadn’t done it

As it splish-sploshed in my tummy

And spurted from my ears.

Tall stories, tall stories, I will tell to you.

Tall stories, tall stories, every word is true!
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Track 7. It’s the Bungool
If you walk all alone in the dark, 

Out in the midnight air,

You might hear a nasty noise in the dark

And feel that you had better beware.

It could be an ugly troll with three heads

Or a grumpy old giant who likes human sandwich spread

Or a ghost or a ghoul or a teacher from you school

But it’s not!

It’s the Bungool, that’s what it is

As he creeps just out of sight.

It’s the Bungool, that’s what it is

And he just can’t get it right.

When you wake in the middle of the night

There’s a creaking on the stairs.

You’d like to get up and turn on all the lights

But you can’t because you’re terribly scared.

It could be a six foot, thirty  stone gorilla

Or a vampire who thinks that it’s time for his dinner

Or a boggart or a bogey or a phantom of a fogey

But it’s not!

It’s the Bungool, that’s what it is

As he creeps just out of sight.

It’s the Bungool, that’s what it is

And he just can’t get it right.

When the Bungool wants to scare you

He will try day after day.

So determined to nightmare you

That he gives himself away.

Listen to that awful crash

And the chilling howls and wails.

The Bungool’s stepped on his own moustache

And tangled with his tail.

So if you see a shadow in the gloom

And something brushes your face, 

No need to hide in the corner of the room

Nor get inside and empty suitcase.

It could be a witch concocting a spell

Or a hairy great  demon come to drag you off to hell

Or a leopard or a lion or even Frankenstein

But it’s not!

It’s the BUNGOOOL!
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Track 8. Fred the Dragon

Just last year I had a dragon to stay.

He came to the door one sunny day.

He was big as a bear with bright  green scales,

He’d a crest on his back and a long long tail.

He said: “Hello, my name is Fred.”

Then he lay down by the garden shed.

I tucked him up and sang a bedtime song

And he snoozed out there the whole night long.

Dragons are good and dragons are great

Fred the Dragon was my best mate.

When you have a dragon to stay, it’s fun.

You don’t need a fire or an oven or sun

Because a dragon’s got fire in his great big nose,

He could warm your house with a couple of blows.

Fred breathed on bread to make my toast,

He’s warm my porridge  or my Sunday roast

And when he went for his morning fly

I’d hang my washing on his wings to dry.

Dragons are good and dragons are great

Fred the Dragon was my best mate.

Sometimes Fred was soppy and dumb,

He’d lie on his back and I’d tickle his tum.

He’s kick his legs out, laugh and roar

Till the neighbours banged on the wall next door.

“Can’t you keep that creature quiet!” they’d go.

“What is it? A rhino or a buffalo!”

“No, a dragon!” I’d shout.

“Oh, very funny. I suppose he sleeps on jewels and money?”

Dragons are good and dragons are great

Fred the Dragon was my best mate.

But then one day, the news got out - 

Fred was spotted on a walkabout.

They came and took some film for the telly

With me astride his soft white belly.

But when they asked about his hoard,

Fred snorted smoke, he roared and roared.

“I won’t tell you!” I heard him say

As he smashed their cameras and flew away.

Dragons are good and dragons are great

Fred the Dragon was my best mate.

I must not say where Fred has gone -

You might talk and pass it on.

He could be floating on a cloud

Or snoring on his hoard deep underground.

But if you meet him, treat him right - 

He likes a dragon story every night

And he’d do exactly what he’s told

Unless you ask about his gold

Dragons are good and dragons are great

Fred the Dragon was my best mate.
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Please contact us if you have any queries about other lyrics from The Wonderful Store or would like any other information.

Imaginary Journeys, 27 London Road, Tonbridge,

 Kent TN10 3AB, UK

Tel/fax +44 (0) 1732 362356   

email: audio@imaginaryjourneys.co.uk       website:www.imaginaryjourneys.co.uk
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