her place

Still picking up

This whole dating scene going down .. 

Seems to 

Me I’m either rusty or

Lacking an element

That

May get me tied

Into marriage some time down the line .. 

I make plans to pick up 

This young gal

On Saturday night

Under the auspices that I would have gotten a hold of her

Later in the week to firm up 

Our dating arrangement .. 

Losing her home number,

Realizing this into the evening of Saturday night ..

I go over to her place

To

Give a pre-date screening for the events

That 

Were to unfold that eve .. 

As I approached the door with a smile,

She came out with a 

Purpose,

Phone to ear,

A

Look of an obvious ditch

That had to have gone down .. 

As I climb the staircase in an apology 

And

Nary an excuse in my limbs,

She invites me in and

Warns

That the place is dirty .. 

I walk into the

Place with a disheveled

Gait

And explain that I lost her number .. 

And

That we

Should get together in 

About a half hour

For some kicks that night .. 

She shrugs

The

Visit with a grin

And

Looks

At

Me

Like a fucking loon

The remainder of the eve .. 

Though,

I must say the pre-date screen is the way to go ..

You cut through all

The pretentious jive

That

Could come

Leapin’

Across the 

Street during

The

Course of the date .. 

Yes,

They may see me as a whacky date

Yet

I

Think I have it down well enough .. 

