Never Sagisfied

I"ve thought and ['ve thunk and 1've sweated and swore.
I've bitten my nails "till they're down to the core.
I've chewed gum, drank coffee, sometimes something stronger
My racked brain and nerves can't take it much longer.
S
The point I'm trving 1o put over s whether
A person can live i such miserable weather
As 10 below-zero, | mean.
Pee tried to be subtle, but 1"l have to come clean. ..

\nd say that it's mostly a matter of grit.
You can't escape, so vou pul up with 1.
NYou pull the wolf ruff snug over xour head
\nd wish vou were in Hawarr instead.

With boots, mitts and parky sccurcly i place,
You're dressed for the part and ready to face
The tce Jog, the cold, the car that won't run .
Your newhbor comes over Lo jom an the fun.,

With a battery charger—a jumper cable

From his car Lo yours, you're finally able

To rock ahead on tires that are square.,

1S not lack of air=it’s from just standmg there.

With much difficulty vou [ollod your roule

Through a peephole qust big cnough o see out.

The windsheeld and windows ae covered with e, .
To see where xou're gomg, you have to look taice.

The sun was qust riseng when vow started to town,
\n hour of shopping, and the sun has gone down.

Tor add to vour trouhles and compound your plight
Of 10 below, i~ darkness of night.

You fiead jor home - a good place o e

With cisions of newspaper, shipperss hot lea.

But the furnace went out. \water pe froze. ..
What makes for a happier homecoming than those?

Chilled to the bone, you phone up a plumber,
You try 1o keep calm and remember that summer
Feen come's 1o such places as these,

If you can only surcice the deep freeze

lee fog, [rozen pipes, a car that won't starl,

Two hours' daylight, are only a part

Of the trials vou'll face when you come to Nlasha.
I all thes miseryworth o, L ask vou.

Frosthitten [ingers, xour nose or xour fect
Will only add 10 the troubles xou'Hmeet.
Cabin [ever may have s way

Unless vour day’s work i~ balanced with play

But all things must end, and winter docs too.
Weth sproig breakuap, there's so much to do.
The tce on the ricers will soon break away. ..
You bet on the howr, the minute, the day.

You might be lucky. Y ou might win the pot.
Supposing you do? A likely as not

You'll catch the first plane and get out of here, .
Perhaps to Hawaii, a place you hold dear.

. You'll L1 on the beach, the sun beating down;
You've surfed and you've swam and been out on the toien.
But the lack of a challenge may seerspur You forth
 With your tan and your bags on a plane heading north!
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