THE CHARGE OF THE JUNK BRIGADE

OR

Twas the Night Before Trash Day

(Author Unknown)
‘Twas the night before trash day when all through our place

Junk had stacked up to the point of disgrace.

Wet stockings hung down from the shower rod in strings,

The snack bar was covered with school books and things.

Old magazines stacked on the shelves from years back,

The junk and the clutter was too much to hack.

So I, in frustration, gave Pa a sound slap.

He was sprawled in the Lazy Boy, taking a nap.

Empty pop cans rolled off on the floor with a clatter 

As he sprang to his feet to cry, “What is the matter?”

(Sob, sob) “I’ve had it”, I wailed, tears spilled in a flash,

It’s either haul me away, or else all this trash.

Well, he spake not a word, but escaped down the hall

Leaving me to meditate ending it all.

When what to my wondering eyes should appear,

 But my children with boxes and de-junking gear.

They had trash bags, and scrub rags and an old mopping stick

I knew in a moment they must all be sick.

Behind them paced Pa like a coach at a game,

He whistled and shouted and called them by name.

Now Nancy, now Clancy, now Donny, now Jase,

Tomorrow is Trash Day, we’re gonna de-junk this place!

From the front of the porch to the end of the hall,

It’s trash-a-way, trash-a-way, trash-a-way haul!

Well, they let out a cheer, they formed a brigade 

And with a glint in their eyes, they charged on their raid!

Away with this moosehead, there are no hands on this clock, 

Kiss off these old trophies, these walkies don’t talk.

As the trash bags filled up, the adrenalin rose

So next went to Pa’s Field and Streams, and a half ton of clothes.

Flabby tennis balls, old Barbie dolls, books without backs,

Faded bedspreads, tires without treads, they all got the axe!

My house, how it changed!  The marauders, how merry!

My corners, how visible – my closets, how airy!

All through the night, the crusaders forged on

Ripping and sorting and sacking til dawn.

At breakfast we sang, and with cheers celebrated 

Without all our junk, we felt liberated.

You’re proud, aren’t you, Ma?  Well, I was hoping it showed.

Hey, here comes the trash man, let’s go help him load!

As the truck lumbered off, Pa tenderly said, 

“You’re a champion team.  Come on, I’ll race you to bed.”

But I heard him exclaim, as he vanished in the fray, 

“Could you lend me some PJ’s, we threw mine away.”
