
The Search

I’ve spent my life in search of,

The girl of my dreams.

Ending promising relationships,

Citing imperfections, so it seems.

The girl that I was looking for,


Not too short or too tall.

Is automatically disqualified,


If found to have a flaw.

The checklist, it is lengthy,


Covering personality and traits.

But this is so important when,


It comes to picking mates.

We cannot live in harmony,


If philosophies will clash.

We must agree on everything,


If relationships will last.

She must be witty and like to talk,


Intelligence a must.

She must work out and be in shape,


I’m concerned about her bust.

She also has to have a job,


Earning a decent wage.

It may seem petty to all of you.


But these are things I gage.

I’ve come close to finding happiness,


The only one for me.

When all of a sudden I discover,


She drinks coffee instead of tea.

I did find one that met the match,


Smart, shapely, blonde and tan.

She would have been ideal, except, 

She wanted the perfect man.
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