TRICK OR TREK by Ogden Nash

If my face is white as a newmade sail,

It's not that it's clean, it's simply pale.

The reason it's pale as well as clean:

I'm a shaken survivor of Hallowe'en.

The little ones of our community

This year passed up no opportunity;

You should have seen the goblins and witches;
At our expense, they were all in stitches.

They shook with snickers from warp to woof
When our doormat landed on the roof.

And take a look at our garden's format -

It now resembles the missing doormat.

The doorbell got torn out by the roots,

So our guests announce themselves tooting flutes.
Don't blame me if I wince or flinch,

They tore the fence down inch by inch.

Forgive me if I flinch or wince,

We haven't seen our mailbox since,

And we can't get into our own garage

Since they gave the door that Swedish massage.
All this perhaps | could forgive,

In loving kindness | might live,

But on every window they scrawled in soap
Those deathless lines, Mr. Nash is a dope.

At the very glimpse of a Jack-o-lantern

I've got one foot on the bus to Scranton.

When Hallowe'en next delivers the goods,

You may duck for apples - I'll duck for the woods.
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