Now the Principal, good Mr. Gregory Grumm,
Was a very wise man, just as smart as they come.
He knew more than anyone else in the nation
About long division and multiplication.
He knew all the answers. Why oceans are deep.
Why skies are so high, and why mountains are steep.
He should have the answer to this thing on Mayzie.

The kids in the class started shouting lik crazy:
"Daisy-Head! Daisy-Head! DAISY-HEAD MAYZIE!"
"Children, be quiet! Good grief and alas!"
Miss Sneetcher was shocked by the noise in her class.
"I've taught in this room twenty years. Maybe more.
But I've never seen anything like this before!
I'll have to report it. You'll just have to come
To the Principal's office and show Mr. Grumm!"

“My word!” he declared. “It’s a genuine daisy!
I’ve seen them quite often in fields growing wild.
But never before on the head of a child.
Now what in the world ever made this thing sprout?
I have no idea. But I’m going to find out!

"It says here...it says, daisies grow on the land.
They grow between rocks. They grow also in sand.
It mentions right here they can grow in a pot.
But mention the head of a girl, it does not!
Daisies, it says, sometimes grow in Alaska.
Also Missouri, Rhode Island, Nebraska.
They grow in Japan and in Spain and Peru,
In India, France, and in Idaho, too.
They grow in South Boston. And also in Rome.
But WHY should they grow on this little girl's dome?"

"It's wilting! It's drooping! How wonderful, Mayzie!
It soon will be dead! You'll be rid of that daisy!
"In just a few minutes, our troubles will pass,"
Declared Mr. Grumm. "Take her back to class."

“Get Mayzie’s parents on the end of the line.
I need them here quickly while there is still time!”
On the phone Mayzie’s mom asked, “What’s all the fuss?”
Then: “Goodness to Betsy! I’ll catch the next bus!”

When he heard, Finch the Florist grabbed for his shears,
“I’ll be there just as soon as my truck can shift gear!”

The faster she ran,
The faster they flew.
So Maysie kept running.
What else could she do?

Principal Grumm didn’t know what to do.
“it’s worse!” cried miss Sneetcher.
“Much worse than we feared.
The daisy and Mayzie have both disappeared!”
Behind her came charging Mr. McGrew,
Chased by a customer chasing his shoe,
Finch the Florist, Dr. Eisenbart, too.
Dr. Eisenbart’s patient, and Mrs. McGrew.

“My poor little daughter! The daisy! It’s true!
I’m going to faint!” cried Mrs. McGrew.
“Tut, tut,” said the Florist, “there’s no need for tears
Just because there’s a daisy between her two ears.
I’ll snip it right off with my sharp pruning shears.”

Then the door opened wide
And the Mayor stepped inside.
At meetings and greetings there was none to compare.
He was best at long speeches, chock-full of hot-air!
"I promise, my friends, that if I'm re-elected,
This daisy on Mayzie will be disconnected.
The law of our fathers is simple and sound,
Daisies belong and should stay in the ground.
The rest are illegal. We'll bar them from town!"

“She’s my patient, don’t touch her! You must stand apart!
We have to have room,” said Doc Eisenbart.
“I think that Mayzie and her plant
Could help me get a research grant!”

Nobody loved her...? Poor Mayzie McGrew!
It's hard to believe such a thing could be true.
And maybe that's why, then, this daisy above,
When Mayzie, below, began talking of love...
Well, you know about daisies.
When love is in doubt,
The job of a daisy is, Try and Find Out!

Mayzie McGrew ran night and day,
Nowhere to go, nowhere to stay.
Because she was sure that everyone must
Have written her off in total disgust,
Over and over again in her head,
These are the words that poor Mayzie said:
“I can never go home. Nobody loves me.
Nobody loves me. Nobody loves me.”

