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It was raining autside; there was nothing to do.
My sister and | stayed home feding blue.

The Nintendo was broken, the VCR, too,

And my sister all suddenly cried out, “Boo Hod
It's boring, so boring, to sit here dl day.

| wish that someone would come up with away
Tofind wsright now a fun game we could play!”

“No, no!” squeaked the voice of our tiny pet fish,

“ Always be careful when you make awish.

However harmlessit may seem to you,

There is always a chance that it just might come true!”

Well, the fish was awhiner, we dways did say,
And tried with his might to ruin everyone's day,
And so | decided to turn aded ea,

But, all of asudden, what did | hea?

A knock on the door! Who could be there?
Wasit adog? Weasit abea?

But, no, just a man; a gray-haired old Coa,
Dressd to the ninesin adark green flight Suit.

“1 have agame we can play,” said the Coat,
“A wonderful game,” said the Coat in the Suit.
“A game that will render all other games mod;
A game that will make your heat go toat-toat.

“1 know things of your mother that would knock off your
socks.

Did you know, by the way, she coll ects yell ow rocks?

Big rocks and small rocks, medium rocks, too.

None ae the same but all have yell ow hue.

They're not in one place; no, they're scattered about.

Why don't we find them whil e your mother is out?

For each rock you bring me, apaint | will post,

And 'l give aprize to who brings me the most!”

So my sister and |, we dashed off right quick,

Looking for rocks until we were sick!

We lodked inside closets, in cupboards and socks.
Trying to find those bright yell ow rocks.

We lodked in the hamper and our mother's cell o,
Hoping to spot some rocks of bright yell ow.

We |lodked inside drains, and lampshades and gdungers;
We lodked inside threehand ed family gredureers!

We lodked in old envelopes; we looked in our hair.

We lodked and we lodked, but the rocks just weren't there!

So, tired and angry, we walked upto the Coat.

“What? Do you quit?’ asked the Coat in the Suit.

“Yes, wedo,” | screamed. “We've looked all around,
But try as we might, no rock can be found

Not in the kitchen, not in the front hall ;

We think that those rocks might not be here & all!”

“Tut, tut,” said the Coat. “You listen to me.

Those rocks are here; they just have to be.

| heard from my cousin, who head from his mother,
Who head from her husband, who head from his brother,
Who head from his Uncle McWhartle McBI ott.

So those rocks must be here, whether they're here or not!”

“What's up?’ said the fish. “Areyou ded? Areyou blind?
Do you have acontagious disease of the mind?

Do you think that there is what no ane can find?

Do you redi ze the messthey have made of this place,
Bouncing aroundfor your stupid race?

Do you not think you might have some egg a your face?
Clothing is sattered al over the floor!

The knob was removed from the living room doar!

The lamps are dl broken; the pipes are dl le&ing;

The carpet is 2aked; the furnace is gueaking;

The windows are scratched; the books are dl torn;

The foad is all spail ed; the curtains are worn!

Andwith all of this damage, there is nothing to show
For your stupid quest. In fact, do you know

How expensive this race was, that you think is $ funny?
How much to repair? How much time? How much

money?’

“That's not my problem,” said the Coat with a snee.
“That's up to you; you see | dont live here.

| have my own house, my own shoes, my own socks.
And everyone knows that | have yell ow rocks.

Y ou might not have them; | just needed to seg

For no one is al owed to have them but me.

If you will not look then | guessthat | will .

I will keep lodking till t he world stands dill .”

“Areyou nus?’ said thefish. “Areyou daft? Areyou
mad?

Do you seriously think there's fun to be had?

This place isamess do you have any doubt

That when their mother comes home, shell throw you right
out?’

“Out? | think not,” said the Coat with agrin.
“I've gat Saddam. Shell vote me back in!”
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