An ode to my “Right Hand Man”

[bookmark: _GoBack]There was this guy who we know as Bob,
He came looking for me to find a job,
He explained he wished to work in the churchyard,
I responded “not without a union card!”
He passed the “interview” and was raring to go,
I said “hey up” man, take it slow.
Bob was always there bright and early every morn,
He was rejuvenated, a man reborn.
We dug and weeded for many hours,
In time we saw the results of our labours.
Plants were bought and planted a-plenty,
Without an actual count more than one twenty.
We would fight over the bins because he filled them with wood,
My weeds were in the back of the car to go to the tip when I could!
I dreaded him working out the front,
He would speak to everyone, on that you could count!
Through the railings I would feed him a magnum and mocha,
At last he would have to stop, gotcha!
Many happy hours we spent,
And both would go home completely content.
Before we knew it another day dawns,
Can’t do much today Bob, they’re cutting our lawns!

May you rest in peace, and rise in Glory, Bob.

Your old mate,
Mary

