‘Please Please Me, oh yea! Like’ ......... (Beatles 1962)

I've vowed to endeavor to slouch more upright, in attempts to find favor with this
wonderful flower,

Rose petal wife, light of my life.

Pubescent 'Ban the Bomber' sleepily standing her ground,
hardened, wised-up, found her potential,

walks far, talks more, kindly to most.....once sought transcendental.
Sedentary, prim seductress, no care for money,

waiflike but rosy, pondering mummy.

She didn't want a daddy now or ever, she was sure!

Even twice burnt, | didn't mind, craving her loving, and wanting more.
And she didn't like giving if one wanted a return.

But what moth ever pauses when a candle so brightly burns.

So lover | willingly became!

My cup ranneth over, effervescent, euphoric......
Delicious sweet wine!
A time to remember......

Those days.....when she was mine!

Strictly limiting alcohol, other needs must subsided,
smoking taboo, opinion derided.

Ardor seeks foothold, caring not needed,



flounder perplexed, ground dry and unseeded.
Crippled and limping a dog to his bone.

I've long since viewed abstinence - involving drifting from home.

But what of ambition?

Can harmonious solution be found?
I'll continue to ponder,

but best guess so far,

Is to just to be myself....

But at the same time make absolutely sure that....

........ ‘| please you!’ ...... (geatles 1962)

My darling ........ (David Irlam Hydra 2017)



