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Sue walks by with a strut and a sway,

Prompting guys to cast eyeballs her way.

They can't help it; they're drawn

To that gal who's real gone.

And their girlfriends are left to cry, “Hey!”

***

[image: ]


I was critical, toeing the ledge

Between health and becoming a veg.

On TV? The election.

The final projection

Has pushed me right over the edge.

***
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“That smell is horrendous.”  “Yes. Quite.”

“You're to blame.”  “Absolutely. You're right.

That's a fact. No disputin'.

For certain. Darn tootin'.

Those beans have me tootin' all night.”

***
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“Your head's on the chopping block, Fred.”

It's not just getting canned that I dread;

I so angered my boss

That I'm facing a loss

Execution style—”Off with his head!”

***
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Post cardiac surgery, Kim

Expressed love to her doc on a whim.

Now she says with despair,

“Guess he just doesn't care,

And I opened my heart out to him!”

***
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In football, a down is a chance

For the team with the ball to advance.

With ten yards, at least, gained,

The possession's retained.

If you get to the end zone, don't dance.

***

[image: ]


What an ass! Listen, don't get me started.

Profane, narcissistic, cold-hearted ...

So much more I could say,

But today's when we pay

Our respects to our dearly departed.

***
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Power shovels dig sediment massed

In the waterways where it was cast.

This got me to thinkin',

That city that's Incan

And lost—can one dredge up the past?

***
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If an item's exchanged, it's replaced

By a new one, like when I was faced

With your nagging nonstop.

I decided to swap

You for someone who's more to my taste.

***
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An apostrophe?! Jeez! Shoulda known

Not to etch that. The epitaph shown

Is so wrong in its flagrance.

PICK A ROSE AND IT'S FRAGRANCE

REMAINS is, alas, carved in stone.

***
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I've evolved on that point in all candor.

To say that I've flip-flopped is slander.

I've amended my view

Over time, just like you,

But in your case, you did it to pander.

***

[image: ]


I'm part of an atheist squad

Of performers. The concept is odd,

As revealed in the skit

Where we ponder a bit,

Entertaining the notion of God.

***
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He's the flavor du jour, the in thing.

Very likely, he'll soon not be king

Of the mountain. His crowd,

Who is currently wowed,

Will move on. He'll be yesterday's fling.

***
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“Kids, thanks for the card. Tell your mother

Today I go choreless.”  “Oh, brother!

I heard that! This one day

In June, the third Sunday,

For you is just like any other!”
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