The Porcupine

One fine day, a porcupine went to a balloon shop,

Made a vow that he'd behave,

Quiet as a pin-drop.

He went to see the patterns, and the colors all so bright,

He walked inside in wonder,

Enchanted by the sight.

The porcupine saw one design he thought would make his heart stop,

He wagged his tail, and from behind,

He heard a sudden sound:

"Pop!"

The porcupine was startled, and he quickly turned around.

His quills went up, and as they did,

He heard another sound:

"Gasp!"

Another pop took out the balloon whose pattern he'd admired,

And as he turned around again,

Five more balloons expired. (pop-pop-pop-pop-pop)

And then it all was bedlam as explosions filled the air,

And the horrified proprietor could only stand and stare.

***

But then another customer a happy end ensured,

He paid for all the damage

For his hiccups had been cured.

And nowadays they still recall, in a manner jocular,

The trip that proved to one and all

That one can be too "pop-ular".
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