


Ponds have the disagreeable habit
Of getting people wet
Especially the clothes

Of the people
But only when the people
Start up
My brother never starts up
So our clothes never get wet
Almost
It had to do with this frog
Who was sitting on a lily pad
A sure sign of his lack of imagination
Daring my brother to catch him
My brother can always out-think frogs
And he out-thought this one
And caught him
And let him go on the shore
So that I could catch him also
To improve my skills
But the frog reached the water first
And I reached the water second

It is an accepted fact
That some ponds have
Ridiculous
Absurd
Preposterous
And altogether meaningless
Bottoms
Made out of excessively muddy
Mud
This was one of those ponds
Which I only suspected in the first few seconds
That I was standing on that bottom
But which was quickly confirmed
In the next few seconds
That I was sinking through the bottom



I was a goner
But my brother would
not have let the
quicksand get me
Because I really didn't
start up
And wasn't to blame
(He might have saved me
anyhow
Even if I did)

And he pulled me up
And examined my clothes
Which were certainly
wet
Regardless
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Be careful when you go out camping
If you do go out camping
At least go with my brother
So you won't get into trouble
With the camper's most dangerous enemy
The tent

Some people have the wrong idea
About tents

They think tents like to be put on poles
And strung up

And lived in
So they
Put them on poles
And string them up
And live in them
And they don't ever
realize the awful truth
about tents
Until it is too late

Tents are always
hungry
Always
And they live on human
flesh
But since they have no
teeth
They have to wait for
the people living in
them
To rot
And most people don't
wait that long
Camping
So the tent tries to
capture the people
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By pretending it is a tent
That one can live in
And if you stay in it long enough
One night
It just drops
And you're in a lot of trouble

My brother has it all figured out
At night we talk about
The great number of worms
In our tent
There are really no worms at all
In our tent
But we talk about them
Anyway
That way we scare the tent
We figure that no tent
Wants to fall on a whole lot of worms
And so far
It hasn't
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Caves are actually entrances
To the Center-Of-The-Earth
My brother knows all the best ones
And all the best routes down
So one day

We decided to go
To the Center-Of-The-

Earth

We traveled for twenty
years

Taking the scenic route

And finally reached the
center

There are numerous ways
To get back up to the top
Once you're reached
The Center
It might have been better
If my brother and I
Had chosen the same one
To get back up
We didn't

I was never afraid
Because I knew my brother
would find me
Because he knows the
Center-Of-The-Earth so
well
So I waited
But nothing happened
Until I heard a voice
Crying my name
And sometimes just crying help
And sometimes just crying I'm lost
And sometimes just crying
So I walked towards this voice
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And my brother was there
He had found me

I thought it was he who was crying
But he explained it was just
A Center-Of-The-Earth person
Trying to get us confused
My brother knew where I was
All along

The return to the surface took considerably less
Than twenty years
Because we were familiar
With our surroundings
And someday we will return
To get even
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Sometimes you have to do a
Great many things
Before you decide what you like best
My brother makes so many things best
That we can do any of a
Great many things

So we make plans
Before we go to sleep
Of what we will do the next day
And if we forget
What we planned
The night before
We do something else
Instead

And if you are having a

good time
oy ooa Doing things
5 v,;‘a Xy You don't usuconlly have a
BTN Y good time
. Doing

Like visiting aunts
Or cleaning up
| Or getting killed behind
i the stereo
: And if there is somebody
doing
These things with you
Having just as good a
time
I think you should know
That
This is my brother.
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