
Toddler Quatrains 

Worms dig, bears paw honey— 

Make ways, get my money. 

Kneel to Buddhas for Zen, 

Numismatic numen. 

 

Write our everlasting love its paean, 

Then bend, angle letters loud in neon 

To easily recall, sans uh and ums 

Connubial epithalamiums. 

 

Hey! Hold your horses!—you’re not making sense. 

All hot air—though you sure looked real intense, 

It’s just junk as far as the eye can see, 

Ear, anacoluthic amphigouri. 

 

Huh. Yeah. It is, yes—this is my card. 

That three aces trick must’ve been hard. 

“Not even the best I got in store,” 

Promulgates prestidigitator. 

 

Between first and final breath, 

We accept in life is death. 

And greasy are the two here: 

Amnion, adipocere. 

 

Do do the voodoo that you do— 

Pucker up and kiss my boo-boo. 

How will it heal, this abrasion? 

Keloidal cicatrization. 

 

Look, I’m not some pawn to be rooked. 

Cook this meat as meat should be cooked. 

Seasoned lamb cutlets, delicious! 

Venerupis adscititious. 

 

Stop being such a bully. 

Why’re you picking on me 

With so many others to guy, 

O Parrhesiazesthai? 



 

 

 

At the potty, you might make number one— 

But, numberwise, there is another, son! 

And, once done, don’t forget to wipe your bum, 

That gallimaufry from abomasum. 

 

Inside me, white and red blood cells 

War and jeer—their taunts, you can’t spell: 

“You either with or against us, 

Cuds of pseudobezoar bolus.” 

 

“There—go, go, before she’s old. 

  Do it—fortune favors bold. 

  Talk—try to get ‘er to swoon,” 

  Aculeate jabs poltroon. 

 

Oh dear. I wish I hadn’t blabbed. 

Oh God, it’s like I’m being stabbed 

With those hard sticks you measure yards. 

Subcutaneous poniards. 

 

Shush! Pay attention! Write what I said. 

Caveat: Dictated but not read. 

Write, “Mahogany’s good. Much love, Chris.” 

Carbuncular amanuensis. 

 

Join us, our club, and let’s let it grow 

‘Cause we’ve already set up, you know, 

Two new chapters, an FM station, 

For tricuspid acumination. 

 

It seems you traffic in hearsay. 

So far, nothing’s passed truth’s byway. 

So through and past your poo I wade, 

Past panjandrum fanfaronade. 

 

The same two veggies and a snake— 

Put together, what would they make? 



A thing that’d both feed and pain us: 

A—, an aspasparapagus. 

 

Hey, we’ll all be dead, too—it’s okay. 

Here is temporary; we don’t stay. 

Hacking wads of yellow-greenish bile, 

Valetudinarian anile. 

Now’s when to pull that ace up your sleeve; 

Empty the customer mustn’t leave. 

Ply your trade—for a good one’s chosen. 

Mountebanks chicane, gonifs cozen. 

 

One day there’s gonna be a great big flood. 

It won’t be the rain that’ll soften mud. 

Onrushing water is nature’s music, 

Tintinnabulation anacrusic. 

 

Sometimes, maybe, you gotta be a teeny bit mad. 

Sometimes, maybe, you gotta be a teeny bit bad. 

To be naughty is like eating food when hungry—yum! 

The mucopurulent suppurate effluvium. 

 

People will talk from above 

They joke, they even might shove. 

How they speak, without respect, 

Is clerisy acrolect. 

 

Lotsa bon ton bric-a-brac, 

Bourgie gewgaws handcraftèd. 

Lumpenprole, shirts on their back. 

We’re to material wed. 

 

If furfuraceous, 

A fist-clench chips the crust. 

If ash trails from your urn, 

Unbraid the wick and dust. 

 

Seventeen ninety-three, 

Nantes’ where was pled pourquoi. 

Now gulls peristaltic 



Ha and ha on the Loire. 
 
And now tips the Mars Rover. 
Spine's jelly, Doubled over, 
And as I let out a hhrmmm, 
Grostulates prostibulum. 
  
Don't take your time. We don't have all day. 
Say what you mean and mean what you saySay what you mean and mean what you say  
10-dollar words won't make it less trite, 
Sesquipedalian blatherskite. 
 




