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Backwards Day 

On Backwards Day we run the school. 
The teachers learn from us. 

Natasha gets to be the principal 
and little Bianca drives the bus. 

In the morning we go home, 
in the afternoon come back. 

We still eat lunch at twelve o‖clock 
but first we have our snack. 

First grade makes lunch. They help the cook. 
The hot dogs are cold and blue. 
The janitor gets to make a mess. 

Our nurse is at home with the flu. 
The P.E. coach has to run around. 

The teachers all day long have to dance. 
Upside down we wear our shirts and inside out our pants. 

We gave my father his report card 
and he will lose recess time 

because his homework was well done 
and today that is a crime. 

Although it is fun once in a while 
to backwards through life tread, 

to spend every day in a backwards way 
would dizzy make my head. 
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Aliens Borrowed Grandpa’s Brain 

Grandpa was not home last week and not the week before. 
He says that some green aliens came and knocked upon our door. 

They took his brain, he tells me, though he gave it back again. 
He says it didn‖t hurt at all, but it still itches now and then. 

They sent his brain to Altair four and asked him absurd things, 
like who invented lemonade and why we don‖t have wings. 

His brain went next to Aldebaran where they used it for awhile 
to tell their children bedtime tales of Cleopatra and the Nile. 

Then his brain was on Sirius where he told a joke or two, 
then on from there to Canopus where he taught how to canoe. 

His brain went many places all across our galaxy. 
He says that the best part of the trip was coming home to me. 
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Lizzie Apestrong Is Her Name 

Lizzie Apestrong is her name 
and beating up on me is her game. 

She doesn‖t care if I get hurt 
when she pushes my head down in the dirt. 

She likes to laugh when I start to cry 
because she threw sand in my eye. 
She thinks it‖s fun to always tease, 

though I beg her not to, “pretty please?” 
Life‖s a drag when she‖s around. 

I mean it! She drags me on the ground. 
She always puts things down my shirt 
like slugs and spiders, grass and dirt. 

She picks on me to no good end, 
she twists my nose to watch it bend. 

She‖ll pinch my ear until I yell. 
She‖ll tell my friends that I always smell. 

She‖ll tell them that I still like dolls 
and that my brain is really small. 
More terrible is each new tirade. 
Amazing she‖s still in first grade. 

What makes it hard for me to resist her 
is Lizzie is my own little sister. 
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It’s Party Time 
 

 

First to arrive were superJeff and Clyde 
and last to show up was Bob Hardy. 

superJeff and Clyde were hours early 
and Bob was a whole day tardy. 

 
Grandma made green macaroni and cheese 
while Dad grilled some hot dogs and buns. 

The hot dogs were enormous things 
but the buns were teeny little ones. 

 
We talked and laughed and sang our song 

that we sing at party time. 
The words do not mean much at all 

and they hardly ever rhyme. 
 

We played our game of whoop-de-hoop 
while Grandpa kept the score 

and Marty won as usual, though she is only four. 
 

Lizzie spilled punch and I spilled milk 
but we didn‖t cry over it. 

coolPaul won this time at Musical Chairs 
when he could always find somewhere to sit. 

 
All in all that party was wonderfully great, 

though Bob was sad he missed the fun. 
He said, “I‖m too late! Your party is done.” 
We said he‖s just early for the next fun. 
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