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REFLECTIONS

The poets don't call this poetry,

And Heaven forbid that they should;
It's only verse and it could be worse,
But it's easily understood.

I It's nice to be free and write what you see
| Without a worry or care,

In a world full of strife,

It's the devil's own life,

With it's hustle and bustle and care.

If, after reading this book
| have helped you to look
On a world that is slightly grey,
To forget all your troubles,
s Have them burst like bubbles,

Then I've been amply repaid.




