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Poetry

Down at the Irish Pub ‘]—(ugﬁ Fin d,(ay

Life is like darts, she said,

The more you miss the bullseye,

the more you learn how not to hit it.
I had one dollar

half a pack of cigarettes

and two potatoes in the fridge.

[t was Monday

[ didn’t have a girl

and was ordering a pint of beer.
Who said I was aiming?¢




