NONSENSE POEMS, RHYMES AND SILLINESS 

 ©Winnie caw 2004
Big Bert sat on a cushion,
'I'm much too fat,' moaned he,
Who else could be so miserable?'
The cushion answered, 'Me!'
Happy Easter
It was just a few days before Easter
When in through the beautiful door
Of Maxwell's Exotique Emporium
Swept Lady Belinda Fox-Gore.
Sebastian Sleek, chief assistant,
Oozed across with a smirk and a smarm 
And bowed low in a glitter of Brylcream,
Saying: 'May I assist you, Madaam?'
'Yes,' said Lady Fox-Gore with a whinny
And a waft of her elegant hand,
'You may bring me a box of soft nails
And a saxophone made out of sand;'
'And I want a glass wig for my nephew
And a case of your happiest cheese
And a bottle of fog from Vienna
And a dozen young Oxfordshire fleas;'
'Oh, I nearly forgot, bring an igloo
And some edible towels and a gong
And a cardboard guitar and a post box
And a fork with a wobbly prong;'
'And two ounces of bone-china rhubarb
And a tortoise for warming the bed
And a packet of knotted spaghetti
And some liquid for polishing bread;'
'Have you horses? Young Charlie loves horses,
So I'll take twenty-three of the best
And a pair of wire socks and a molehill
And one half of a plasticine vest;'
'And a chair with five legs and a milk float
And a puddle to hang on the wall
And that thing over there with a helmet
And a couple of cod - and that's all.'
Mr Sleek slaved away with brown paper
Till at last he had everything wrapped,
Then he wished Lady Gore: 'Happy Easter,'
'Do you mean it's not Christmas?' she snapped.
'And I thought it was deepest December,
What a silly Milady I am,
Now I won't need a thing; please excuse me
But my taxi is waiting. Goodbye.'
So she left with a flounce and a flourish
And a swish of the beautiful door,
While, dissolved into tears, poor Sebastian
Seeped away through a crack in the floor.
***
Why don't slugs have shells like snails?
Why don't snakes have feet?
Why does A come after B?
Why are ants so small?
Why don't carrots grow on trees?
Why is Malcolm tall?
Why won't rainbows come indoors?
Why won't custard fry?
Why do bats hang upside-down?
Why don't onions cry?
Why's tomorrow not today?
Why do heads have hair?
Why's a nettle not a rose?
Why aren't circles square?
Why don't horses moo like cows?
Why's July not May?
Why are your fingers in your ears?
Why are you running away?
***
Two of the best
Some people have lisps,
Some people have sniffs,
Some people have snuffles and wheezes,
But no-one has anything quite to compare
With Uncle Fazackerly's sneezes:
They boom, they knock the bookshelves flat,
Whisk every whisker off the cat,
Start storms at sea and sudden squalls,
Make cracks, like spiders, run down walls,
Reduce the thickest rugs to rags,
Stream curtains out like battle flags,
Raise roofs, fuse lamps or smash a vase,
Stop dead the wheels of passing cars.
The last one blew poor Grandad's shirt
Clean off his back, while Grandma's skirt
Zipped out the door and next was seen
On someone's fence in Palmers Green,
And once, I heard a farmer say,
A sneeze blew all his sheep away.
Here's Uncle now. Let's ask...oh, no!
His nose is twitching...get down low!
ATCHOOO!
No, don't stand up; keep under cover;
They come in couples. Here's the other!
AAAAAATCHOOOOOOO!!!
Some people have lisps,
Some people have sniffs,
Some people have snuffles and wheezes,
But no-one has anything quite to compare
With Uncle Fazackerley's sneezes.
***
Baa
Two very, very short sheared sheep were standing on a hill,
One warmly mumbling to himself, one baa-ing loud with chill;
The cold one said: 'I'm frozen stiff. How do you get your heating?'
The other answered with a smile; 'That's easy, central bleating.'
***
Some Favourite Words
Mugwump, chubby, dunk and whoa,
Swizzle, doom and snoop,
Flummox, lilt and afterglow,
Gruff, bamboozle, whoop
And nincompoop.
Wallow, jungle, lumber, sigh,
Ooze and zodiac,
Innuendo, lullabye,
Ramp and mope and quack
And paddywhack.
Moony, undone, lush and bole,
Inkling, tusk, guffaw, 
Waspish, croon and cubbyhole,
Fern, fawn, dumbledor
And many more...
***
Being so small
Ashamed of being so small,
Ashamed of his lowly station,
Ashamed of having no clothes to wear,
No elegant conversation,
Ashamed of knowing no French,
Ashamed of being thought slimy,
Ashamed of having no horse to ride,
And living where things were grimy,
Ashamed of looking so green,
Ashamed of not being a prince,
The frog jumped into the slithery ditch
And hasn't been heard of since.
***
Just my luck
'If weasels could fly,' said my Grannie,
'I would give you four buckets of sweets,
Three mouse-traps, two spoons and a tom-tom,
And lots more magnificent treats.'
'Then give me them now, quick!' I shouted
As a furry thing whizzed past my throat,
But she shook her head, answering, 'Sorry,
I said weasels, dear, that was a stoat.'
***
The Wizard said:
'You find a sheltered spot that faces south...'
'And then?'
'You sniff and put two fingers in your mouth...'
'And then?'
'You close your eyes and roll your eye-balls round..'
'And then?'
'You lift your left foot slowly off the ground...'
'And then?'
'You make your palm into a kind of cup...'
'And then?'
'You very quickly raise your right foot up...'
'And then?'
'You fall over.'
***
Whistling
You put your lips together and you puff them out a bit,
You make a little circle and you blow some air through it.
My awful cousin Cathy says it's easier than pie.
If drippy weeds like her can do it, why can't I?
***
Tears on Monday
Two white shirts on the washing line
Were flapping high and drying,
When on the clothes peg next to them
A small sock started crying;
And as its tears splashed to the ground
Like rain drops, pitter-patter,
A shirt said: 'Why the weepies, sock?
Whatever is the matter?'
'I'm sorry,' sniffed the sock, looking
From one shirt to the other,
'But how would you feel if the wind
Had carried off your brother?'
***
Said Uncle
'There are people,' said Uncle,
'Who bumble like bees.'
'There are people,' said Uncle,
'With back to front knees.'
'There are people,' said Uncle, 
'Who breathe through one ear.'
'There are people,' said Auntie,
'Who shouldn't drink beer.'
***
(all the above poems are by Richard Edwards, from 'Whispers from a Wardrobe' Lutterworth Press 1987)
*****
All the following poems are traditional:-
 
I saw Esau kissing Kate, The fact is we all three saw;
For I saw him, And he saw me,
And she saw I saw Esau.
***
and...
I saw Esau sitting on a see-saw. How many 'ss' in that?
*(answer= none, in 'that')
***
Quick! Quick! The cat's been sick.
Where? Where? Under the chair.
Hasten! Hasten! Fetch the basin.
Alack! Alack! It is too late, The carpet's in an awful state.
No! No! It's all in vain, For she has licked it up again.
***
Oh, dear me! Mother caught a flea,
Put it in a teapot, And made a cup of tea.
When she put the milk in, The flea came to the top;
When she put the sugar in, The flea went POP!
***
It's raining, it's pouring, The old man's snoring.
He got into bed, And bumped his head
And couldn't get up in the morning.
***
There was a man who always wore, A saucepan on his head.
I asked him what he did it for - 'I don't know why,' he said.
'It always makes my ears so sore, I am a foolish man.
I think I'll have to take it off 
And wear a frying pan.
***
There were three ghostesses, Sitting on postesses
Eating buttered toastesses, And greasing their fistesses
Right up to their wristesses. Weren't they beastesses
To make such feastesses!
***
A cat may look at a king. A man may look at his brother.
You may look at an ugly thing, And we may all look at each other.
[to someone who doesn't like being stared at]
***
Not last night but the night before,
Twenty-four robbers came knocking at my door.
As I ran out and let them in,This is what they said to me:
'Spanish lady turn right round.
Spanish lady touch the ground.
Spanish lady do the high kicks.
Spanish lady do the splits.
***
One fine day in the middle of the night
Two dead men got up to fight.
A blind man came to see fair play,
A dumb man came to shout hurray.
***
One bright September morning in the middle of July,
The sun lay thick upon the ground, the snow shone in the sky.
The flowers were singing gaily, the birds were full of bloom;
I went upstairs to the cellar to clean a downstairs room.
I saw ten thousand miles away a house just out of sight,
It stood alone between two more and it was black-washed white.
***
I asked my mother for fifty cents
To see the elephant jump the fence;
He jumped so high he reached the sky
And didn't come back till the 4th of July.
***
RIDDLES
It is in the rock, but not in the stone;
It is in the marrow, but not in the bone;
It is in the bolster, but not in the bed;
It is not in the living, nor yet in the dead.
***
As I was going over London Bridge
I met with a Westminster scholar.
He pulled off his cap an'drew off his glove,
And wished me a very good morrow.
 
Riddle: What was his name?
***
The land was white; The seed was black;
It'll take a good scholar, To riddle me that.
***
Brothers and sisters have I none,
But that man's father is my father's son.
***
CHARACTERS
Eaper Weaper, chimney sweeper,
Had a wife and couldn't keep her.
Had another, didn't love her -
Up the chimney he did shove her.
***
Moses supposes his toeses are roses,
But Moses supposes erroneously.
For Moses he knowses his toeses aren't roses
As Moses supposes his toeses to be.
***
Piggy on the railway, picking up stones,
Up came an engine and broke Piggy's bones.
'Oh!' said Piggy, 'That's not fair!'
'Oh!' said the driver, 'I don't care.'
***
NARRATIVES
The boy stood in the supper-room
Whence all but he had fled;
He'd eaten seven pots of jam
And he was gorged with bread.
 
'Oh, one more crust before I bust!'
He cried in accents wild;
He licked the plates, he sucked the spoons -
He was a vulgar child.
 
There came a hideous thunder-clap -
The boy - oh! where was he?
Ask of the maid who mopped him up,
The breadcrumbs and the tea.
***
Moses was a holy man,
Children had he seven,
He thought he'd hire a donkey cart
And drive them all to heaven.
On the road he lost his way,
He thought he knew it well,
He overturned the donkey cart
And landed them in -
***
The rain it raineth all around, Upon the just and unjust fella;
But chiefly on the just because
The unjust stole the just's umbrella.
***
Hi-tidley-i-ti, brown bread!
I saw a sausage fall down dead.
Up came a butcher with a great big knife,
Up jumped the sausage and ran for his life -
Hi-tiddley-i-ti, brown bread!
***
Oh! The grey cat piddled in the white cat's eye;
The white cat said, 'Cor blimey!'
'I'm sorry, Sir, I piddled in your eye,
I didn't know you was behind me..'
***
Riddles (answers) : R, Andrew, Newspaper, son
***
Tom tied a kettle to the tail of a cat;
Jill put a stone in the blind man's hat;
Bob threw his grandmother down the stairs -
And they all grew up ugly and nobody cares.
***
TEASING AND REPARTEE
'Have you got a sister?'
'The beggarman kissed her!'
'Have you got a brother?'
'He's made of indiarubber!'
'Have you got a baby?'
'It's made of bread and gravy.'
***
'What's your name?' 'Butter and tame.'
'If you ask me again, I'll tell you the same.'
***
Adam and Eve and Pinch-me
Went down to the river to bathe;
Adam and Eve were drowned.
Who d'you think was saved?
***
I went up one pair of stairs
[second person answers] 'Just like me.'
I went up two pairs of stairs
(Just like me)
I looked out of the window
(Just like me)
And there I saw a monkey
(Just like me).
***
Birds of a feather flock together,
And so do pigs and swine;
Rats and mice will have their choice,
And so I will have mine.
***
Charlie, Charlie, in the tub,
Charlie, Charlie, pull out the plug.
Oh my goodness, oh my soul,
There goes Charlie down the hole!
***
Nebuchadnezzar the King of the Jews
Sold his wife for a pair of shoes;
When the shoes began to wear
Nebuchadnezzar began to swear;
When the shoes got worse and worse
Nebuchadnezzar began to curse;
When the shoes were quite worn out
Nebuchadnezzar began to shout.
***
Annie ate jam;
Annie ate jelly;
Annie went to bed
with a pain in her belly.
***
I scream, you scream,
We all scream
for ice-cream.
***
[tongue-twister]
I slit the sheet,
A sheet I slit;
A new beslitten sheet was it.
***
Pease-porridge hot, pease-porridge cold,
Pease-porridge in the pot - nine days old.
Spell me that in four letters.
***
To a semi-circle add a circle,
The same again repeat,
Add these to a triangle
And then you'll have a treat.
***
Constantinople is a very long word.
How many letters in it?
***
Railroad crossing - look out for the cars!
Can you spell that without any 'R's?
***
How much wood would a woodchuck chuck
If a woodchuck could chuck wood?
As much wood as a woodchuck could chuck,
If a woodchuck could chuck wood.
***
Nobody loves me,
Everybody hates me,
Going in the garden
To - eat -worms.
 
Big, fat juicy ones,
Little squiggly, niggly ones,
Going in the garden
To - eat - worms.
***
Latin is a dead tongue,
Dead as dead can be.
First it killed the Romans.
Now it's killing me.
***
Multiplication is vexation.
Division is as bad.
The Rule of Three doth perplex me,
And practice drives me mad.
***
Moods and Tenses
Bother my senses;
Adverbs, Pronouns,
Make me roar.
Irregular verbs
My sleep disturb,
They are a regular bore.
***
My head doth ache,
My hand doth shake,
I have a naughty pen;
My ink is bad,
My pen is worse,
How can I write well then?
***
Can't think
Brain numb
Inspiration won't come
No ink
Bad pen
Best Wishes
Amen.
***
REPROACHFULNESS
Don't care was made to care,
Don't care was hung,
Don't care was put in a pot
And boiled 'til he was done.
[rebuke to 'Don't care']
***
Give a thing, take it back,
Dance upon the Devil's back.
[for someone who takes back a gift]
***
Tomorrow never comes
When two Sundays come together.
[rebuke to a procrastinator]
***
If 'ifs' and 'ands' 
Were pots and pans,
There'd be no work for tinker's hands.
[rebuke for too much supposition]
***
Postman, postman, at the gate,
Will you take this to my date?
Postman, postman, for a laugh,
Do the tango up the path.
***
Roses are red,
Violets are blue,
The shorter the skirt
the better the view.
***
Roses are red,
Cabbages are green.
If my face is funny
Yours is a scream.
***
Rain, rain, go away, Come another summer's day;
Rain, rain, pour down, And come no more to our town.
***
Good night, sleep tight, Don't let the bed bugs bite;
If they do, don't squall, Take a spoon and eat them all.
***
On a still calm night when the bugs begin to bite
And the fleas run away with the pillow,
If I had a string I would make their ears ring
And make them come back with my pillow.
***
This time tomorrow, where shall I be?
Not at this academy!
No more Latin, no more French,
No more sitting on a hard school bench.
No more dirty bread and butter,
No more water from the gutter.
No more maggots on the ham,
No more yukky bread and jam.
No more milk in dirty old jugs,
No more cabbage boiled with slugs.
No more spiders in my bath,
Trying hard to make me laugh.
No more beetles in my tea,
Making googly eyes at me.
No more things to bring us sorrow -
'cos we won't be here tomorrow!
***
TONGUE-TWISTERS
Betty bought some butter; 'But,' she said, 'This butter's bitter;
and a bit of better butter would make a better batter.'
So she bought a bit of butter better than the bitter butter,
and it made her batter better - So it was that Betty bought 
a bit of better butter!
***
The sixth sheik's sixth sheep's sick.
***
Sheep shouldn't sleep in a shack. Sheep should sleep in a shed.
***
Seven silly sheep slowly shuffled south.
***
A noise annoys an oyster; 
but a noisy noise annoys an oyster more.
***
Spiral-shelled sea-snails shuffle in sea-shells.
***
Eight apes ate eight apples.
***
Three tree toads tied together tried to trot to town.
***
Eight great grey geese grazing gaily in Greece.
***
A big black bug bit a big black bear, 
making the big black bear bleed blood.
***
Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled pepper;
A peck of pickled pepper Peter Piper picked;
If Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled pepper;
Where is the peck of pickled pepper Peter Piper picked?
***
She sells sea-shells on the sea-shore.
The shells that she sells are sea-shells, I'm sure.
And if she sells shells on the sea-shore,
Then I'm sure she sells sea-shells.
***
Shallow ships show some signs of sinking.
***
Six thick thistle sticks.
***
Sheila uttered a sharp, shrill shriek, and shrank from the shriveled form that slumbered in the shadows.
***
A maid with a duster made a furious bluster, dusting a bust in the hall. When the bust, it was dusted; the bust, it was busted. The bust, it is dust. That is all!
***
Sheila Shorter sought a suitor; Sheila sought a suitor short;
Sheila's suitor's sure to suit her; Short's the suitor Sheila sought.
***
You've no need to light a night-light on a light night like tonight;
For a night-light's light's a slight light;
and tonight's a night that is light.
When a night's light, like tonight's light; It's really not quite right,
To light night-lights with their slight lights,
On a light night like tonight.
***
Write, we know, if written right,
Should not be written wright or right,
nor should it be written rite,
But write; for only then is it written right.
A Child's Garden of Verse 
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To Any Reader
Whether upon the garden seat
You lounge with your uplifted feet
Under the May's whole Heaven of blue;
Or whether on the sofa you,
No grown-up person being by,
Do some soft corner occupy:
Take this volume in your hands
And enter into other lands,
For lo! (as children feign) suppose
You, hunting in the garden rows,
Or in the lumbered attic, or
The cellar - a nail-studded boot
And dark, descending stairway found
That led to kingdoms underground:
There standing, you should hear with ease
Strange birds a-singing, or the trees
Swing in big robber woods, or bells
On many fairy citadels:
There passing through (a step or so,
Neither mamma nor nurse need know!)
From your nice nurseries you would pass
Like Alice through the Looking-Glass
Or Gerda following little Ray,
To wondrous countries far away.
Well, and just this volume can
Transport each little maid or man,
Presto, from where they live away
Where other children used to play.
As from the house your mother sees
You playing round the garden trees,
So you may see, if you will look
Through the windows of this book,
Another child, far, far away,
And in another garden, play.
But do not think you can at all,
By knocking on the window, call
That child to hear you. He intent
Is all on his play-business bent.
He does not hear; he will not look,
Nor yet be lured out of this book.
For, long ago, the truth to say,
He has grown up and gone away,
And it is but a child of air
That lingers in the garden there. 
~ Robert Louis Stevenson A Child's Garden of Verses 1885
*****
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Windy Nights
WHENEVER the moon and stars are set,
Whenever the wind is high,
All night long in the dark and wet,
A man goes riding by.
Late in the night when the fires are out,
Why does he gallop and gallop about?
Whenever the trees are crying aloud,
And ships are tossed at sea,
By, on the highway, low and loud,
By at the gallop goes he.
By at the gallop he goes, and then
By he comes back at the gallop again.
~ Robert Louis Stevenson A Child's Garden of Verses 1885
*****
Forgiven
I found a little beetle; so that Beetle was his name,
And I called him Alexander and he answered just the same.
I put him in a match-box, and I kept him all the day ...
And Nanny let my beetle out -
Yes, Nanny let my beetle out -
She went and let my beetle out -
And Beetle ran away.
She said she didn't mean it, and I never said she did,
She said she wanted matches and she just took off the lid,
She said that she was sorry, but it's difficult to catch
An excited sort of beetle you've mistaken for a match.
She said that she was sorry, and I really mustn't mind,
As there's lots and lots of beetles which she's certain we could find,
If we looked about the garden for the holes where beetles hid -
And we'd get another match-box and write BEETLE on the lid.
We went to all the places which a beetle might be near,
And we made the sort of noises which a beetle likes to hear,
And I saw a kind of something, and I gave a sort of shout:
"A beetle-house and Alexander Beetle coming out!"
It was Alexander Beetle I'm as certain as can be,
And he had a sort of look as if he thought it must be Me,
And he had a sort of look as if he thought he ought to say:
"I'm very very sorry that I tried to run away."
And Nanny's very sorry too for you-know-what-she-did,
And she's writing ALEXANDER very blackly on the lid,
So Nan and Me are friends, because it's difficult to catch
An excited Alexander you've mistaken for a match.
~ A A Milne, Now We Are Six 1927
*****
My Shadow
I HAVE a little shadow that goes in and out with me,
And what can be the use of him is more than I can see.
He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head;
And I see him jump before me, when I jump into the bed.
The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to grow-
Not at all like proper children, which is always very slow;
For he sometimes shoots up taller like an india-rubber ball,
And he sometimes gets so little that there's none of him at all.
He hasn't got a notion of how children ought to play,
And can only make a fool of me in every sort of way.
He stays so close beside me, he's a coward you can see;
I'd think shame to stick to nursie as that shadow sticks to me!
One morning, very early, before the sun was up,
I rose and found the shining dew on every buttercup;
But my lazy little shadow, like an arrant sleepy-head,
Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in bed.
~ Robert Louis Stevenson A Child's Garden of Verses 1885
*****
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King John's Christmas
King John was not a good man -
He had his little ways.
And sometimes no one spoke to him
For days and days and days.
And men who came across him,
When walking in the town,
Gave him a supercilious stare,
Or passed with noses in the air -
And bad King John stood dumbly there,
Blushing beneath his crown.
King John was not a good man,
And no good friends had he.
He stayed in every afternoon ...
But no one came to tea.
And, round about December,
The cards upon his shelf
Which wished him lots of Christmas cheer,
And fortune for the coming year,
Were never from his near and dear,
But only from himself.
King John was not a good man,
Yet had his hopes and fears.
They'd given him no present now
For years and years and years.
But every year at Christmas,
While minstrels stood about,
Collecting tribute from the young
For all the songs they might have sung,
He stole away upstairs and hung
A hopeful stocking out.
King John was not a good man,
He lived his life aloof;
Alone he thought a message out
While climbing on the roof.
He wrote it down and propped it
Against the chimney stack:
"TO ALL AND SUNDRY - NEAR AND FAR -
F. CHRISTMAS IN PARTICULAR."
And signed it not "Johannes R."
But very humbly, "JACK."
"I want some crackers,
And I want some candy;
I think a box of chocolates
Would come in handy;
I don't mind oranges,
I do like nuts!
And I SHOULD like a pocket-knife
That really cuts.
And, oh! Father Christmas, if you love me at all,
Bring me a big, red india-rubber ball!"
King John was not a good man -
He wrote this message out,
And gat him to his room again,
Descending by the spout.
And all that night he lay there,
A prey to hopes and fears.
"I think that's him a-coming now,"
(Anxiety bedewed his brow.)
"He'll bring one present, anyhow - 
The first I've had for years."
"Forget about the crackers,
And forget about the candy;
I'm sure a box of chocolates
Would never come in handy;
I don't like oranges,
I don't want nuts,
And I HAVE got a pocket-knife
That almost cuts.
But, oh! Father Christmas, if you love me at all,
Bring me a big, red india-rubber ball!"
King John was not a good man -
Next morning when the sun
Rose up to tell a waiting world 
That Christmas had begun,
And people seized their stockings,
And opened them with glee,
And crackers, toys and games appeared,
And lips with sticky sweets were smeared,
King John said grimly: "As I feared,
Nothing again for me!"
"I did want crackers,
And I did want candy;
I know a box of chocolates
Would come in handy;
I do love oranges,
I did want nuts.
I haven't got a pocket-knife -
Not even one that cuts.
And, oh! if Father Christmas had loved me at all,
He would have brought a big, red india-rubber ball!"
King John stood by the window,
And frowned to see below
The happy bands of boys and girls
All playing in the snow.
A while he stood there watching,
And envying them all ...
When through the window big and red
There hurtled by his royal head,
And bounced and fell upon the bed,
An india-rubber ball!
AND, OH, FATHER CHRISTMAS,
MY BLESSINGS ON YOU FALL
FOR BRINGING HIM 
A BIG, RED, 
INDIA-RUBBER BALL! 
~ A A Milne, Now We Are Six 1927
*****
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From a railway carriage
Faster than fairies, faster than witches,
Bridges and houses, hedges and ditches;
And charging along like the troops of a battle,
All through the meadows the horses and cattle:
All of the sights of the hill and the plain
Fly as thick as driving rain;
And ever again, in the wink of an eye,
Painted stations whistle by.
Here is a child who clambers and scrambles,
All by himself and gathering brambles;
Here is a tramp who stands and gazes;
And there is the green for the stringing of daisies!
Here is a cart run away in the road
Lumping along with man and load;
And here is a mill and there is a river:
Each a glimpse and gone for ever!
~ Robert Louis Stevenson A Child's Garden of Verses 1885
*****
Sneezles
Christopher Robin 
Had wheezles
And sneezles,
They bundled him 
Into 
His bed.
They gave him what goes
With a cold in the nose,
And some more for a cold
In the head.
They wondered
If wheezles
Could turn
Into measles,
If sneezles 
Would turn
Into mumps;
They examined his chest
For a rash,
And the rest
Of his body for swellings and lumps.
They sent for some doctors
In sneezles
And wheezles
To tell them what ought
To be done.
All sorts and conditions
Of famous physicians
Came hurrying round
At a run.
They all made a note
Of the state of his throat,
They asked if he suffered from thirst;
They asked if the sneezles
Came after the wheezles,
Or if the first sneezle
Came first.
They said, "If you teazle
A sneezle
Or wheezle,
A measle
May easily grow.
But humour or pleazle
The wheezle
Or sneezle,
The measle 
Will certainly go."
They expounded the reazles 
For sneezles
And wheezles,
The manner of measles
When new.
They said "If he freezles
In draughts and in breezles,
Then PHTHEEZLES
May even ensue."
    *    *
Christopher Robin
Got up in the morning,
The sneezles had vanished away.
And the look in his eye
Seemed to say to the sky,
"Now, how to amuse them to-day?"
~ A A Milne, Now We Are Six 1927
*****
The Knight Whose Armour Didn't Squeak
Of all the Knights in Appledore
The wisest was Sir Thomas Tom.
He multiplied as far as four,
And knew what nine was taken from
To make eleven. He could write
A letter to another Knight.
No other Knight in all the land
Could do the things which he could do.
Not only did he understand
The way to polish swords, but knew
What remedy a Knight should seek
Whose armour had begun to squeak.
And, if he didn't fight too much,
It wasn't that he didn't care
For blips and buffetings and such,
But felt that it was hardly fair
To risk, by frequent injuries,
A brain as delicate as his.
His castle (Castle Tom) was set
Conveniently on a hill;
And daily, when it wasn't wet,
He paced the battlements until
Some smaller Knight who couldn't swim
Should reach the moat and challenge him.
Or sometimes, feeling full of fight,
He hurried out to scour the plain,
And, seeing some approaching Knight,
He either hurried home again,
Or hid; and, when the foe was past,
Blew a triumphant trumpet-blast.
One day when good Sir Thomas Tom
Was resting in a handy ditch,
The noises he was hiding from,
Though very much the noises which
He'd always hidden from before,
Seemed somehow less....Or was it more?
The trotting horse, the trumpet's blast,
The whistling sword, the armour's squeak,
These, and especially the last,
Had clattered by him all the week.
Was this the same, or was it not?
Something was different. But what?
Sir Thomas raised a cautious ear
And listened as Sir Hugh went by,
And suddenly he seemed to hear
(Or not to hear) the reason why
This stranger made a nicer sound
Than other Knights who lived around.
Sir Thomas watched the way he went -
His rage was such he couldn't speak,
For years they'd called him down in Kent
The Knight Whose Armour Didn't Squeak!
Yet here and now he looked upon
Another Knight whose squeak had gone.
He rushed to where his horse was tied;
He spurred it to a rapid trot.
The only fear he felt inside 
About his enemy was not
"How sharp his sword?" "How stout his heart?"
But "Has he got too long a start?"
Sir Hugh was singing, hand on hip,
When something sudden came along,
And caught him a terrific blip
Right in the middle of his song.
"A thunderstorm!" he thought. "Of course!"
And toppled gently off his horse.
Then said the good Sir Thomas Tom,
Dismounting with a friendly air,
"Allow me to extract you from
The heavy armour that you wear.
At times like these the bravest Knight
May find his armour much too tight."
A hundred yards or so beyond
The scene of brave Sir Hugh's defeat
Sir Thomas found a useful pond,
And, careful not to wet his feet,
He brought the armour to the brink,
And flung it in...and watched it sink.
So ever after, more and more,
The men of Kent would proudly speak
Of Thomas Tom of Appledore,
"The Knight Whose Armour Didn't Squeak."
Whilst Hugh, the Knight who gave his best,
Squeaks just as badly as the rest.
~ A A Milne, Now We Are Six 1927
*****
The Friend
There are lots and lots of people who are always asking things,
Like Dates and Pounds-and-ounces and the names of funny Kings,
And the answer's always Sixpence or A Hundred Inches Long.
And I know they'll think me silly if I get the answer wrong.
So Pooh and I go whispering, and Pooh looks very bright,
And says, "Well, I say sixpence, but I don't suppose I'm right."
And then it doesn't matter what the answer ought to be,
'Cos if he's right, I'm Right, and if he's wrong, it isn't Me.
~ A A Milne, Now We Are Six 1927
*****
Twice Times
There were Two Little Bears who lived in a Wood,
And one of them was Bad and the other was Good.
Good Bear learnt his Twice Times One -
But Bad Bear left all his buttons undone.
They lived in a Tree when the weather was hot,
And one of them was Good, and the other was Not.
Good Bear learnt his Twice Times Two -
But Bad Bear's thingummies were worn right through.
They lived in a Cave when the weather was cold,
And they Did, and they Didn't Do, what they were told.
Good Bear learnt his Twice Times Three -
But Bad Bear never had his hand-ker-chee.
They lived in the Wood with a Kind Old Aunt,
And one said "Yes'm," and the other said "Shan't!"
Good Bear learnt his Twice Times Four -
But Bad Bear's knicketies were terrible tore.
And then quite suddenly (just like Us)
One got Better and the other got Wuss.
Good Bear muddled his Twice Times Three -
But Bad Bear coughed in his hand-ker-chee!
Good Bear muddled his Twice Times Two -
But Bad Bear's thingummies looked like new.
Good Bear muddled his Twice Times One -
But Bad Bear never left his buttons undone.
There may be a Moral, though some say not;
I think there's a moral, though I don't know what.
But if one gets better, as the other gets wuss,
These Two Little Bears are just like Us.
For Christopher remembers up to Twice Times Ten ...
But I keep forgetting where I put my pen.*  
* So I have had to write this one in pencil.
Alan Alexander Milne
1882-1956
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Waiting at the Window
These are my two drops of rain
Waiting at the window-pane.
I am waiting here to see
Which the winning one will be.
Both of them have different names.
One is John and one is James.
All the best and all the worst
Comes from which of them is first.
James has just begun to ooze.
He's the one I want to lose.
John is waiting to begin.
He's the one I want to win.
James is going slowly on.
Something sort of sticks to John.
John is moving off at last.
James is going pretty fast.
John is rushing down the pane.
James is going slow again.
James has met a sort of smear.
John is getting very near.
Is he going fast enough?
(James has found a piece of fluff.)
John has hurried quickly by.
(James is talking to a fly.)
John is there, and John has won!
Look! I told you! Here's the sun!
~ A A Milne, Now We Are Six 1927
