A Fishing | Will Go

There are many things | need to do
I should make a list
But few things are as urgent
As catching me some fish.

Up at dawn, put the coffee on
Climb in my boat and row
Come back smelly — fill my belly
And off again | go.

When | am old and feeble
And have no strength to stand
Just prop me near the water
With a fishin’ pole in my hand.
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