It was in the time of Fall, 
The dreariest season of them all
That Chip and Dale did nothing at all

No gathering, hibernation or mating call

So Dale suggested “Why won’t we play ball?”

To which Chip answered “We’re much too small.”

His friend continued “Why not give Chi-Chi a call?”

“We have no phone! Even cable in the wall!”

Dale insisted “They have one down at the mall!”

But Chip declined “I don’t want to, is all.

She’s only interesting when it’s Nature’s Call.”

“We could eat acorns all fall!”
Chip warned “You’re already more plump than you’re tall.

And it’s not even winter, we will need them all.”

“You’re no fun.” Dale fumed “I might as well stare at the wall.”

“Why don’t you go and annoy that Duck at the walnut stall?”

Chip was getting impatient with his bothersome pal. 
“He closed up his shop, I see no point at all.

Why not play cowboy? You be the Indian, y’all.”

“Your Texan is bad and makes no sense at all.”

Responded Chip, who curled up to make himself small.

“Well we did bust that desperado in ’54 and all.”
“Just shut up.” Chip said, having some gall.

“What’s wrong with you this fall?”

Dale complained “You don’t want to play ball.

Or go with me to the mall to make that phone call. 

You won’t play cowboy or trash the walnut stall.

There’s nothing more boring than doing nothing in fall. 

If none of those things, what we shall?”

“Just keep your mouth shut, I’m asking is all.”

They were nose to nose, making themselves tall.

They started to argue, indistinguishable to all

The pitch of they voice growing quite tall.

They started to tumble, a chipmunk free-for-all

Until at last out of their tree they would fall.

They had killed time in that long brawl.
This poem proves I have nothing to do with my time at all.

It’s just an entry to the contest this fall.

The length of it was really quite small.

And much of rhymes not well at all.

It is inconsistent, and near the deadline call.

If this would win prizes, I would be appall.

For there are much better entries coming from all.

This is just filler, for the contest of fall.

I’m back to my games now, pardon me all.

Sniping legionaries with Boone at my beck and call.

Razing the Blackrock Orc’s Great Hall.

And typing in ‘Power Overwhelming’ and Operation: CWAL
