Hard truths

You can pray 

For the same six numbers every week

They won’t come up until

You forget to buy a ticket

You can leave

Your car unlocked, no one will peek

Until you leave the irreplaceable in there

And then they’ll nick it 

You can wait

In wind and rain for busses late

One won’t arrive

Until you light your fag

You can hear

Your postman, regular as clockwork, through the gate

Until birthday mornings come

Then he’ll lose his bag

You can try

To catch the biggest fish in all the world

It just won’t bite

Until you nip off for a slash

You can yearn

For just one chance to meet that office girl

She won’t walk in 

Until you’re telling all your mates about your rash

Worse things happen at sea

I’m not a sailor so, why me?

It’s best not to ‘wait until’

‘coz if it can go wrong it will.

