 
First Anniversary 


Our first anniversary was a special day.
We agreed to celebrate at the Double J.
You had a glass of red wine; me, I had beer.
It definitely flew by, our first married year.

You had come to dance, had bought some brand-new clothes.
Everyone was watching you two-step on my toes.
So, you begged forgiveness, tugged upon my cap,
reached out for your drink, spilled it in my lap.

You said you were sorry; I think it was sincere.
Then in your hug of remorse; you sneezed into my ear.
It was a trying night at our favorite bar,
especially when you locked the keys inside the car.

Frustration was now bubbling deep within my core.
The sky did me no favors, it began to pour.
I rolled my eyes in wonder, what was I to think?
While you were more concerned that your outfit just might shrink.

Finally safe at home from an evening gone wrong,
they say what doesn’t kill you just might make you strong.
Wet and tired we finally crawled into our bed.
You rolled over to kiss me; your elbow found my head.

It was a brutal end to a wonderful year.
On our anniversary your gift to me was fear.
My mind is now a wasteland, courtesy of you,
think I’ll buy a rabbit’s foot for year number two.
