Mr. Carroll

The new moon shines so brightly

Like the smile of a Cheshire cat.

The night is silky-dark and frightly

Like the inside of a Mad Hatter's hat.

I'm not behind the mirror, not even in Wonderland

But I walk the beach with Walrus and dip my toes in the sand.

I fight the Jabberwock and I sing with Mr. C

I rhyhm and chime and climb and mime, happy as can be.

I'm always attending unbirthdays.

I always take tea with a hare.

I never play chess with queens ablaze.

I dream of things you don't dare.

I hunted the snark and the footmen frogs

Ï blame Mr. C for this.

He taught me that cats transform into dogs

Like CAT, COT, DOT, DOG, so please:

Crocodile, crocodile in cream or in custard

Your eyes shine in moonlight like yellow mustard.

Don't eat little Bruno, let little Sylvie go.

Come with me and Mr. Carroll and dance upon his toe. 
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