Scattershot





I have a mouse, and I gave her some cereal


To keep the poor creature from becoming too ethereal


Cereal/Ethereal


Ethereal/Cereal


That’s been done before, that rhyme,


That’s been done before


I can’t use it anymore


It’s all used up.





If I write a song about some chickens


You might declare “That’s poetry”


And I would shoot you a withering glance


Instead of buckshot in the seat of the pance


And we both might do the fax machine dance


To make the paper go through without jamming


Office supplies are not supposed to improvise…





If I were to tell you of a Flemish Painter


Who did all his greatest paintings in phlegm,


That gag might not have been used by any other guy


And you could declare that there’s a very good reason why


Or that Ogden Nash would have done it better


For he could make water seem even wetter


While I could only artlessly throw in a word like “sweater”…





To return to the mouse: I called her “poor”


She lives in a cage, and can’t open the door


(don’t imagine she hasn’t tried befoor)


She got out once,


She got out twice,


That’s the thing about wild mice,


But the lure of peanut butter was too strong,


And she didn’t remain at liberty for long.





So the poor little mouse still lives in the cage,


She doesn’t get to drive to the office,


She sleeps when she wants to, and doesn’t enjoy


The benefits of a mandatory schedule,


She runs on her wheel, and she’s faster than me,


She can do it at night, when I can’t see,


Actually she lives in a bedding-lined aquarium


Which contains no dirt, so I don’t think I can call it a terrarium,


But I think it better than an enema of barium…





It’s a good thing that I don’t own a giraffe


Though the verse would make you more likely to laffe


And it wouldn’t be long, no more than a minute and a haffe.


It occurred to me that the man we refer to as “eloquent”


Has merely told us a thing we already believe,


And maybe he said it more simply or clearly or gracefully,


With a dictionary or thesaurus up his slieve,


I’m pretty sure they bite, though…





But that’s been done before, that gag,


That’s been done before,


So I can’t use it anymore


It’s all used up.
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