Birdfoot’s Grampa
-Joseph Bruchac III
The old man
must have stopped our car
two dozen times to climb out
and gather into his hands
the small toads blinded
by our lights and leaping,
live drops of rain.
The rain was falling,
a mist about his white hair
and I kept saying
you can't save them all,
accept it, get back in
we've got places to go.

Giant Thunder

Jabberwocky

Particle man

-James Reeves

-Lewis Carroll

By John Linnell (TMBG)

Giant Thunder, striding home,
Wonders if his supper’s done.

'Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.

Particle man, particle man
Doing the things a particle can
What's he like? It's not important
Particle man

“Hag wife, hag wife, bring me bones!”
They are not done,” the old hag moans.
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“Not done? Not done?” the giant roars, 5
And heaves the old wife out of doors.

Cries he, “I’ll have them, cooked or not!”
And overturns the cooking pot.

10

He flings the burning coals about’
See how the lightning flashes out!

10

All the world with thunder quakes;
Forest shudders, mountain shakes.
From the cloud the rainstorm breaks; 15
Village ponds are turned to lakes;
Every living creature wakes.
Hungry giant, lie you still!
Stamp no more from hill to hill—
Tomorrow you shall have your fill.

A Choice of Weapons

20

-Phyllis McGinley

Sticks and stones are hard on bones,
Aimed with angry art,
Words can sting like anything,
But silence breaks the heart.

He took his vorpal sword in hand:
Long time the manxome foe he sought-So rested he by the Tumtum tree,
And stood awhile in thought.
And as in uffish thought he stood,
The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,
And burbled as it came!

Upon the gale the old hag rides,
The clouded moon for terror hides.

But, leathery hands full
of wet brown life,
15
knee deep in the summer
roadside grass,
he just smiled and said
they have places to go to too.

'Beware the Jabberwock, my son!
The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun
The frumious Bandersnatch!‘

The Porcupine
Any hound a porcupine nudges
Can’t be blamed for harboring grudges,
I know one hound that laughed all winter
At a porcupine that sat on a splinter.

5

10

Is he a dot, or is he a speck?
5
When he's underwater does he get wet?
Or does the water get him instead?
Nobody knows, Particle man
Triangle man, Triangle man
Triangle man hates particle man
They have a fight, Triangle wins
Triangle man

One, two! One, two! And through and through
The vorpal blade went snicker-snack!
He left it dead, and with its head
He went galumphing back.
20

Universe man, Universe man
Size of the entire universe man
Usually kind to smaller man
Universe man
He's got a watch with a minute hand,
Millenium hand and an eon hand
When they meet it's a happy land
Powerful man, universe man

'And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?
Come to my arms, my beamish boy!
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!'
He chortled in his joy.

Person man, person man
Hit on the head with a frying pan
Lives his life in a garbage can
Person man

'Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.
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Is he depressed or is he a mess?
Does he feel totally worthless?
Who came up with person man?
Degraded man, person man
Triangle man, triangle man
Triangle man hates person man
They have a fight, triangle wins
Triangle man
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Binky Barnes

The Listeners

-Mark Brown

-Walter de la Mare

When recess starts, I feel afraid.
There’s this kid in second grade…
I hear he sat on Tom O’Connor.
If he sits on me, then I’m a goner!

'Is there anybody there?' said the Traveler,
Knocking on the moonlit door;
And his horse in the silence champed the grasses
Of the forest's ferny floor:
And a bird flew up out of the turret,
5
Above the Traveler's head
And he smote upon the door again a second time;‘
“Is there anybody there?' he said.
But no one descended to the Traveler;
No head from the leaf-fringed sill
10
Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes,
Where he stood perplexed and still.
But only a host of phantom listeners
That dwelt in the lone house then
Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight
15
To that voice from the world of men:
Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair,
That goes down to the empty hall,
Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken
By the lonely Traveler's call.
20
And he felt in his heart their strangeness,
Their stillness answering his cry,
While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf,
'Neath the starred and leafy sky;
For he suddenly smote on the door, even
25
Louder, and lifted his head:
'Tell them I came, and no one answered,
That I kept my word,' he said.
Never the least stir made the listeners,
Though every word he spake
30
Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house
From the one man left awake:
Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,
And the sound of iron on stone,
And how the silence surged softly backward,
35
When the plunging hoofs were gone.

He looks for kids to squish and crunch.
He said he’d find me after lunch!
They say he likes to pulverize.
Wish he’d pick on kids his size.
Of course, there are no kids that big.
I’ll bet he snaps me like a twig.
Oh no! He’s coming over here!
I think I’m sick!
I think I’m sick!
He sees me now, he’s almost here.
I’m going to die!
I’m going to die!

Uh-oh, he’s standing next to me.
Should I even try to flee?
I’d better pray.
What did you say?
You want to play?!
Well, gee, okay!
I think he wants to be my friend.
Too bad recess has to end.
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