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"I HAVE A SECRET"
By Andrew Adam Greenstein
Every weekday morning -- right before the sun does rise...

While I'm in my bed, before I open up my eyes..

I pretend to be asleep..Yeah, I play a little game..

Don't ask me what it's called.. I sure don't know its name..

But here is how it goes..and here is what I do..

My Daddy comes and kisses me and then says "I love you.."
But I pretend to be asleep.. I do not open up my eyes...

I smile just a bit-as he says his sweet good-byes...

Then he goes off to work without knowing that I know..

That he comes and kisses me each day before he goes.. 

But I have a BIGGER secret he doesn't know I know......

Shhhh.....Don't tell anyone...but I know where he REALLY goes...

Every single morning when he says he leaves for work....

I know he's wearing a cape underneath his fancy shirt...

On that cape is a letter "T" --and I shall tell you why..

But promise me once more...you'll tell no one else, all right?!?!

He calls where he works an "office" but I know it's so much more..

My Daddy doesn't sit at a desk with his feet stuck to the floor...

He doesn't manage papers, computers, or employees... 

What he does is really special for my mom, my brother, and for me...

My Dad works really hard to make lots of people giggle....

That's right....You guessed it................HE MANUFACTURES TICKLES!! [Shhhhhh!]

He works in a big factory were all sorts of tickles are grown

and does the most special job of all--he does it on his own...

He takes the tickle eggs and mixes up a potion..
Makes them really shiny with a special tickle lotion...
They spin and then they twirl...but do not crack or break..

To prepare tickles well..a lot of time and care it takes!

And then he warms them up --until they're all just right
Breaks them really gently..and the tickles do take flight..

But tickles come in different shapes, sizes, colors, and styles

And when they first are made, they can’t make children smile...

And what he does to help them grow is I a secret I don't know...

But once he gets them ready...those tickles sure do flow...

So he's the one who makes them ticklish...the one who makes  them funny...

He brings some home to us each week along with lots of money!

He packs the tickles between his fingers and shares some with my mother

Then the two of them chase after us--tickling me and my brother...

When their fingers touch our tummies, our underarms, or feet..

We laugh hysterically until the tickling's complete

We beg them to please stop, but we don't really mean it

If there's a way to stop our laughing, neither of us have seen it

But lately something's been happening, something's oddly changing

My Daddy doesn't always go to work...It really is a strange thing...

And when he does go out, he comes home with fewer tickles...

One day, in fact, he went out and came home with only pickles..

and...bread..and eggs...and milk and juice..and meat and spaghetti

I looked inside the bag...but there were no tickles ready...

But Mommy...... she's been going out...and bringing home a few..

Not a whole lot..maybe just one or two..

But one tickle isn't enough--- although I haven't told this to my mother..

That it's really hard to share one tickle between me and my brother..

So I know what I'll try.. I know just what I'll do....

I can help us out.. I can go make tickles too!

I will find a job making tickles just like Dad

and then we'll have as many as we used to always have..

I'll go out in the morning, before my Dad's awake..

I'll kiss him, say "goodbye," --and hope HIS sleep's not fake!

Then I'll ride my tricycle until I find a job...

Hmmm..Wait.. Maybe this is kind of odd..

I don't know where to go, I don't know who to ask..

How can I find a job..How can I make it last?

If I find my way.. If I make it there at all..

They wont let me work, they'll say that I'm too small..

I'll probably get in trouble, my dad will just be mad...

.and.. I'll be really sad..because my good idea turned bad...

Well, I can't do what my Dad does but I can do something else..

Indeed, I know another way I think that I can help..

If grown-ups can be heroes by going out and making...

tickles for their children to keep their hearts from breaking..

then children can be heroes by going out and playing..

or pretending they're just playing ...while they're really saying

magic spells and sorcerer's chants to make their own special gift

I can go make something better than tickles in a jiff...

I have some much inside me.. I know I have much love..

So I will go ahead..I will go make.... HUGS!

I'll make them in the playground, I'll make them on the swing..

After I go play, I'll have so many hugs to bring..

I'll take them home to daddy...and to mommy..and my brother..

The more I think about this, the more I've got it covered..

I can give them each a hug... that will make them all feel better...

Perhaps I'll even get a cape, and ""H" will be MY letter...

My hugs will make them happy... I'll give them everyday

My hugs will make them tickle me..and everything will be okay..

Yes, that should be my plan.. That is what I'll do..

But remember, it's a secret.. I told it just to you...

Every weekday morning -- right before the sun does rise...

While I'm in my bed, before I open up my eyes..

My Daddy comes and kisses me-- I pretend to be asleep..

Is this a good secret..one that I should keep?

I think I should my eyes should open I should tell the truth...

That I'm not really asleep.. That it's all just one big spoof

Shhhh.....Here he comes...Maybe I'll tell him now....

Ok.... Here... I go......

Naaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah !!
