Our Neighborhood

When little Tommy Weasel walked to

Death’s House for the day,

he asked Death’s mom behind the

door if Death could come and play.

“Are you quite sure you want my son

to come and play with you?

Do you know who he is, my boy,

and all that he can do?”

“I won’t go out and play with him,”

said Death behind the screen.

“He’s awfully cute, and small to boot,

and sure to cause a scene.”

“Why would you be afraid of me,

I’m only four foot four.

The two of us could have a blast,”

said Tommy from the door.

“Why would you want to play with me?”

asked Death behind mom’s skirt.

“I’m quick to anger, fast to blink,

and all my actions hurt.”

“My sister brags more than you do,

My dog’s got bigger fangs.

The neighbor’s kid’s more dangerous

than Hell’s fiend’s blaster gangs.”

“I might be small and cute, you say, 

but all my farts stink bad.

My teachers threw me out of school

when I flambéd my dad.”

“My soccer coach left town last week,

left no forward address,

when I showed up a game ago

in little sister’s dress.”

“My pets are pigeons, rats, and worms;

my bedroom’s in the shed.

My mother thinks we could be friends,

but sister thinks your dead.”

“Oh, Death,” his mother chimed with glee,

”This lad’s a perfect fit.

Won’t you come in and have a snack,

from Death’s Cold Fusion kit?”

As Tommy crossed the threshold,

crushing thunder split the air,

with winds that trashed debris and dust

and threw junk everywhere.

The lampposts swayed, and tree limbs fell,

and shingles popped from roofs.

Death’s mom said, “What a gentleman,

That Tommy’s wiped his hooves.”
 

