There are Gribbles

There are Gribbles in my attic
Gribbles on the stair

Gribbles in my wardrobe
Gribbles everywhere.

They gribble in the morning
They gribble late at night

They gribble when it’s dark
They gribble when it’s light.

Sometimes they gribble loudly
Sometimes they gribble quietly
Sometimes they gribble screaming
Sometimes they gribble nightly.

A Gribble’s never seen

A Gribble’s always heard
A Gribble is a Gribble

Is a Gribble is a word.

A Gribble’s what they are
A Gribble’s what they do
A Gribble gribbles out
Before it gribbles you!
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