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Bloody men









Bloody men are like bloody buses –


You wait for about a year


And as soon as one approaches your stop


Two or three others appear.







You look at them flashing their indicators,


Offering you a ride.


You’re trying to read the destinations,


You haven’t much time to decide.







If you make a mistake, there is no turning back.


Jump off, and you’ll stand there and gaze


While the cars and the taxis and lorries go by


And the minutes, the hours, the days.

























Flowers









Some men never think of it.


You did. You’d come along


And say you’d nearly brought me flowers


But something had gone wrong.







The shop was closed. Or you had doubts –


The sort that minds like ours


Dream up incessantly. You thought


I might not want your flowers.







It made me smile and hug you then.


Now I can only smile.


But, look, the flowers you nearly brought


Have lasted all this while.




















 




Defining the Problem









I can’t forgive you. Even if I could,


You wouldn’t pardon me for seeing through you.


And yet I cannot cure myself of love


For what I thought you were before I knew you.

























The Aerial









The aerial on this radio broke


A long, long time ago,


When you were just a name to me –


Someone I didn’t know.







The man before the man before


Had not yet set his cap


The day a clumsy gesture caused


That slender rod to snap.







Love came along. Love came along.


Then you. And now it’s ended.


Tomorrow I shall tidy up


And get the radio mended.

























The Orange









At lunchtime I bought a huge orange –


The size of it made us all laugh.


I peeled it and shared it with Robert and Dave –


They got quarters and I had a half.







And that orange, it made me so happy,


As ordinary things often do


Just lately. The shopping. A walk in the park.


This is peace and contentment. It’s new.







The rest of the day was quite easy.


I did all the jobs on my list


And enjoyed them and had some time over.


I love you. I’m glad I exist.

























Some More Light Verse









You have to try. You see a shrink.


You learn a lot. You read. You think.


You struggle to improve your looks.


You meet some men. You write some books.


You eat good food. You give up junk.


You do not smoke. You don’t get drunk.


You take up yoga, walk and swim.


And nothing works. The outlook’s grim.


You don’t know what to do. You cry.


You’re running out of things to try.







You blow your nose. You see the shrink.


You walk. You give up food and drink.


You fall in love. You make a plan.


You struggle to improve your man.


And nothing works. The outlook’s grim.


You go to yoga, cry, and swim.


You eat and drink. You give up looks.


You struggle to improve your books.


You cannot see the point. You sigh.


You do not smoke. You have to try.
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