Monday, 01.04.19.  Voice.
HERE WE GO AGAIN
How does it feel to treat me like you do?
You’re at it again aren’t you?
I don’t need pushing, I don’t need pulling.
I can manage quite well on my own, thank you.
I may be 67 that doesn’t mean I’m decrepit.
Although I’ll grant you I couldn’t do much about the old car when she broke down.
But I can cook a mean Sunday roast
And my tomatoes win prizes.
So don’t be so casual in your remarks about me.
I have travelled and broadened my horizons.
I know you have lived in the same village all your life and not moved an inch.
How would you have coped with a grizzly bear giving you the eye?
Would you have screamed and run, just what grizzlies like; something to chase.
And it would have served you right for being such a grumpy old sod.
It’s tit for tat again isn’t it?
You getting at me and me getting at you.
Ah well, that’s life.
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