“A Poem Which Hasn’t a Name Yet”

I have a clue of what to do

When all of you

Are out of room.

We’ll find good company

In another house,
With a lot of tea,
No time for spouse,
Or children fee,
Too much money,
At which I’ve none,
Oh darnitly,
I’m having no fun.
What fun to have?
I’d rather laugh,
Then endure this harassment,
Or reach an Agreement.

There is no agreement,

Or anything like,

Or nothing to do

And having no clue.

Hey! That’s just like the rhyme,

I did at the beginning.

I guess it’s no crime

To go back there.

