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There once was a boy,

Who was born with three noses,
All the kids laughed,

And beat him with hoses,
 

Where his ears were,
Supposed to be,

He was born with two noses,
So indeed he had three,

 
He was really quite kind,
Despite all their crimes,

He continued to help them,
Time after time,

 
You see he could smell,
Way better than man,
The best in his town,
The best in his land,

 
Although they hated him,
They knew he was gifted,
When he came around,
Their moods all shifted,

 
They pretended to like him,

They put on a smile,
But that only lasted,

A little while,
 

For even his parents,
Were ashamed,

They this poor boy,
To go unnamed,

 
They cared to his needs,

But left him alone,
So most of the time,

He didn't come home,
 

He usually just stayed,
At the park at night,



So no one would run,
Away with fright,

 
But there was someone else,

Alone at the park,
He could not see them,

It was too dark,
 
 

Closer and closer,
This person was coming,
He was getting nervous,

So he started his humming,
 

They finally got there,
They came to say hi,

“What do I do?
Do I say goodbye?”

 
She was a young lady,

And to his surprise,
She stood before him,

Her and her eyes,
 

There weren't just two,
He was sure there were four,

He was picking his jaw,
Up off the floor,

 
“You have three noses!

Now isn't that neat!
You see my brother,
Has seventeen feet!”

 
When she was done talking,

She started to smile,
They both said nothing,

For a long while,
 

“And I have four eyes,
As you can see,

Come meet my brother,
Just follow me,”

 
“Where is your brother?
Do you live at the park?



I cannot see him,
It's really too dark,”

 
But when he saw him,
He could only stare,
At all seventeen feet,

And his head with no hair,
 

Nine feet were left,
Eight feet were right,

Even the dark,
Couldn't hide his sight,

 
But he didn't judge him,

There was no scream or no yell,
He just stared in amazement,

And her brother could tell,
 

“Welcome my friend,
I'm glad you are here,
And I see you show,

No signs of fear,”
 

“No Sir I do not,
I am just like you,

But I have more noses,
Well... only a few,”

 
From that point on,

He knew he belonged,
And he forgave,

All those who had wronged,
 

I'm not saying he was perfect,
I'm not saying he was God,

Cause claiming that,
Would be kind of odd,

 
But he had a heart,

And I think you should know,
Just what it means,

To let it show,
 

Don't judge others,
By the things that they wear,

By the way that they look,



Or the color of their hair,
 

Just love them for them,
And not what they do,

Cause there may be someone,
Judging you.


