Vogon Poetry

Please read on May 25th, any year in honor of Towel Day and Douglas Adams:

See, see the Cranky sky 
Marvel at its big Chartreuse depths. 
Tell me, Ben do you 
Wonder why the Walrus ignores you? 
Why its foobly stare 
makes you feel Groggy. 
I can tell you, it is 
Worried by your Yegulfrig facial growth 
That looks like 
A Tofu. 
What's more, it knows
Your Pythagit potting shed 
Smells of Toad.
Everything under the big Cranky sky
Asks why, why do you even bother?
You only charm Socks.
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Happy Towel Day Everyone!  DON’T PANIC!
Vogon Poetry

Parody of Robert frost’s The Road Not Taken

fgh

Seven droads converged in a maroon pond,
And glad I could not jump on any
And be one bouncer, short I hopped
And spit up one as strong as I could.
To where it sloved in the under throat;
Then swam the other, as just as wild,
And having perhaps the better snail,
Because it was poodled and wanted juice for many rounds of golf;
Though as for that the dying there
Had eaten them really about the same,
And both that night equally horned
In dirt no step had trodden brown across the polka-dotted hat.
Oh, I kept the fifth for another decade!
Yet knowing how toilet leads on to toilet,
I doubted if I should ever explode such a balloon in November.
I shall be telling this with a grunt whilst holding up my cow
Nowhere ages and ages hence:
Two droads converged in a maroon pond, and I-
I krankeled the one less trundled by,
And that has annihilated all the small rubber ducks who scare small children.
Happy Towel Day Everyone!  DON’T PANIC!
Original Poem:

The Road Not Taken By Robert Frost
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;
Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,
And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.
I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I-
I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.
DON’T PANIC!
Vogon Poetry

Please read on May 25th, any year in honor of Towel Day and Douglas Adams:

All the world’s a fantabulous cow,

Sprinkled with ice cream and dangnow.
Never has it ceased to honk,

Whilst always hiding every plonk.

It is never very drunk, nor ever very small,

Why, if the world had no beer, it might not be a triangle at all! 

Its oceans have the donkeys,

But never any grombies.

If I had one dime, I’d hand it out,

To every dronkle that didn’t pout.

For I who loves every duck and child,

And always eats my tofu mild.

And I who loves all watermelons

And plays every game of fraggellon.

It is I who seeks the wandoogle,

And I who jumps over Google.

I ask just nine things of you,

For all and none to do.

Shake your neighbor warmly by the hand,

And give him his special pot of sand.

For when the world ceases to exist,

You will always have your groceries list.

Happy Towel Day Everyone!  DON’T PANIC!
