Alliteration Performances

I wish you were dead dear,

Or at least pretty ill.

You go to my head, dear,

Because I’m in your will.

You made me your heir

And that’s only fair

But how can anyone so wealthy

Keep on being so healthy?

Please consider your heirs

And fall down the stairs

There to lie very still,

While I wish you were dead, dear,

Or at least, very ill.

Fresh Fish 

Do you like fresh fish?
It's just fine at Finney's Diner.
Finney also has some fresher fish
that's fresher and much finer.
But his best fish is his freshest fish
and Finney says with pride,
"The finest fish at Finney's is
my freshest fish, French-fried!"
SO...
don't order the fresh or the fresher fish.
At Finney's, if you're wise, you'll say,
"Fetch me the finest, French-fried freshest
fish that Finney fries!"
________________________________________________

Eraj the Iranian was fussy. 

He was fussy about his Farsi.

He liked Fanta, because it was fizzy...but it made him fat.

He shaved but rarely; his face was fuzzy.

He feared flatulence, but he was fated to fart.

He preferred Persian sausages, for they were Farsi forcemeat.

He had exceptional vision; he was a far-seeing Farsi.

He was a man who tilled the soil; he was a Farsi farmer who favored fava beans.

He had few faults, favoring facts over opinions.

Eraj, the fat, fussy, fizzy, fuzzy, flatulent, far-seeing Farsi farmer who favored favas, was a fine friend.

Finis.

