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1.

Beneath your clothes, above your skin,
I'll shield you 'gainst the unseen foe.
I am as armour though soft and slick and thin,
Yet without me a peril and pain you'll know.

2.

Six sides, nine squares
Turn, twist, curse, glare,
Such grief, who dares?
How to? Who cares?

3.

Through the darkness brave souls delve
Any putrid peril to fight,
They may, one day, strive for yourself
To cut, to stitch, to set all right.

4.

My first is primarily primary,
My second is the second of seconds,
My third is the fourth of the two before, not to mention afore,
My fourth is first to urinate colloquially,
My fifth is fifth of the six and twenty,
My sixth boasts the majority of ninnies,
My seventh at last found itself at the end,
You see my eighth through those with which you see my eighth,
My ninth is one third of a cur,
Trust what you hear, but don't think that you yourself are my tenth,
My eleventh kills in pairs but disdains to murder,
My twelfth's a beginning at the end of the encyclopedia
My last is the final disaster.
My whole is right, my course runs straight, I shall not swerve, tis not my fate.

5.

A thing of wood and topped with skin, both round.
A thousand different thrashes draw a thousand different sounds.
A thing to punctuate and stir the heart,
A thing to bid the still silence depart.


