
The Four Seasons: a Conversation Peter J. King

anyway three of them
in the filthiest bed I’ve ever slept in
in my life, and I said oh no,
$56 a night, and I said oh no, off,
I want it clean.  And she, you
know?  shrugged.  And you know
another filthy hotel?

*

I was in the neighbourhood,
and I thought: OK, I’ll visit
her, and, you know, it was the day
she decided to go on this trip.
But then it stalls you; well, you
know, it’s the way, and everyone’s
different.  Right.

*

facing East.  I
took them across the road for a
coffee, and I’ll sing with him
after I’ve had a few of these.
At my age I’m not looking for
another man; I had one
for thirty-eight years,
and what do you want?
a coffee, black.  Excuse me.
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