Graduation Day
Graduation day,
Mum’s in a hat whose brim 
Would not-quite-fit-in 
A flying saucer

Look now, here comes Dad
Those trousers strangling him
Belonged-to-Slim-Jim
Back in the day, now

Look see,
There they are,
Our twins, nothing begins
To shine-like-their-grins
That pair of chancers

Stood there
In their gowns
Their lives, fresh on the page
They’ll take-to-the-stage
To clapping all around


Climbing the stairs in their 4 inch stiletto heels
Granny feels 
Fake bake looks more brown than bronze
Our daughters tottering as they serenely
Click and clack towards the waiting line of dons

Shit, she’s stumbled and she’s decked the Chancellor
He’s by far 
Grandest of the gilded bunch
How the staff laugh at the photographs 
We’re sharing at our fancy celebration lunch

Colin




