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Are you my strongests

Are you my smartest?

Are you my baby true?

Are you my laughingest,
Loudest and lastingest
Friend? Oh, I love you.




[ love your eyes

Like fireflies;

[ love your ears

Like boutonnieres;

I love your back,
Your bones in a sack;
[ love your cheeks
And all your teeths,

Your nose and toes and tongue and such—

But you say, “Stop! How much? How much?”




How much, my honeydew?

How much do I love you?

Lay down your head,

My gingerbread,

And listen: Tl tell you!







I'd clobber those robbers \
Until they slobbered -
And all their teeth decayed

Then I'd bring you back

In a Cadillac
gk
And hug you, my baby Grey! ),
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On a dream of feathers and wings,

Then scared you with fallings and things,
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If monsters made shadows
Outside your windows
And rolled their eyes around,

And if they should mutter
And burble and bluster
And frown the most frightening frowns,

And if you were shivering
Under your coverings
Backwards and upside-down,




I'd grab my reaper,
My vacuum sweepet,

And suck those monsters down!

I would stuff them in stockings,

In bags and in boxings

And mail them out of town.




Then inside, outside,

Upside, downside,

On the roof and the walls and the ground,

I would write big signs

With underlines:
HANDS OFF MY BABY BROWN!




Or what if an owl,
The midnight fowl,
Should fly inside your room,

And land right there
On the back of that chair

In a raincoat, two boots, and a broom,

And stare at you,
And sing this tune: y

-
Fal
-

10 whom am 1 speakin? To whooooom?

Would you be bold,
My baby Gold?

Could you answer that bird: 70 whooooom?

%N



And if you did,
Which name would you give

For the one with the owl in the room?

Your name? That’s one.
But you're not alone—

If you call my name, I'll come.

So you and me,
That’s two of we—
But there’s three of us here! There’s three!
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That’s the name, : :

My baby true!
That’s the one.
Oh, God loves you.

From the brown of the ground to the blue of the sky,
From the golden dawn to the grey of goodbye,
From ear to ear a million years,
And butterflies both your eyes,
God loves you,
God loves you,

even better than 1.







