Lines On Facing Forty 

I have a bone to pick with Fate.
Come here and tell me, girlie,
Do you think my mind is maturing late,
Or simply rotted early? 
Reflection On A Wicked World

Purity
Is obscurity.

 Song of the Open Road

I think that I shall never see
A billboard lovely as a tree
Indeed, unless the billboards fall
I'll never see a tree at all.

The Purist

I give you now Professor Twist,
A conscientious scientist,
Trustees exclaimed, "He never bungles!"
And sent him off to distant jungles.
Camped on a tropic riverside,
One day he missed his loving bride.
She had, the guide informed him later,
Been eaten by an alligator.
Professor Twist could not but smile.
"You mean," he said, "a crocodile." 

The Romantic Age

This one is entering her teens,
Ripe for sentimental scenes,
Has picked a gangling unripe male,
Sees herself in bridal veil,
Presses lips and tosses head,
Declares she's not too young to wed,
Informs you pertly you forget
Romeo and Juliet.
Do not argue, do not shout;
Remind her how that one turned out. 
(syllables) The Purist

I give you now Pro-fes-sor Twist,
A con-sci-en-tious sci-en-tist,
Trus-tees ex-claimed, "He ne-ver bun-gles!"
And sent him off to dis-tant jun-gles.
Camped on a tro-pic ri-ver-side,
One day he missed his lov-ing bride.
She had, the guide in-formed him la-ter,
Been eat-en by an al-li-ga-tor.
Pro-fes-sor Twist could not but smile.
"You mean," he said, "a cro-co-dile." 

(syllables) The Romantic Age

This one is en-ter-ing her teens,
Ripe for sen-ti-men-tal scenes,
Has picked a gan-gling un-ripe male,
Sees her-self in bri-dal veil,
Pres-ses lips and tos-ses head,
De-clares she's not too young to wed,
In-forms you pert-ly you for-get
Ro-me-o and Ju-li-et.
Do not ar-gue, do not shout;
Re-mind her how that one turned out. 
