Jabbermockery

Twas Thursday and the bottom set

Did gyre and gimble in the gym.

All mimsy was Miss Borogrove

And the Head of Maths was grim.

"Beware the Mathematix, my friend!

His sums that snarl. His co-ordinates that catch!

Beware the Deputy Bird, and shun

The evil Earring-snatch!"

She took her ballpoint pen in hand:

Long time the problem's end she sought - 

So rested she by the lavatory

And sat awhile in thought.

And as in toughish thought she sat,

The Mathematix with eyes of flame

Came calculating through the cloakroom doors

And subtracted as he came.

She thought real fast as he went past;

The well placed soap went slickersmack!

She left him stunned and with the sums

She went galumphing back.

"And hast thou got the answers, Jackie?

Come to our desk," beamed idle boys.

"Oh, frabjous day, Quelle heure! Calais!"

They chortled in their joy.

Twas Thurday and the bottom set

Did gyre and gimble in the gym.

All mimsy was Miss Borogrove

And the Head of Maths was grim.

