Husband's Lament

Bingo and "East Enders" my wife always avoids,
But I'm stuck with something just as bad, since she got in the Guides.
Each week of term until July, it's meetings all the time;
She then starts to rush around, 'cause Camp is next in line.

The Guides have lots of meetings which they all seem to like
And sometimes just for fun it seems, they all go on a hike.
Then when there are no camps or hikes or meetings to attend,
The unit has a sleep-in, and my videos I lend.

Sometimes I'll try to meekly say, "let's go out for a while."
but I know exactly what she'll say, when I see that guilty smile---
"Sorry, darling " she calls, as round the house she whirls,                               "but I've really got to go 'cause I have a meeting with the girls."

Then when there's a meeting on but dinner time is due,
there'll be something in the microwave that looks like dried up glue.              It's cooked in such a hurry, it just doesn't turn out right;
She's always got the same excuse---"There's a Guider's meeting tonight."

In June the house is full of bags as she begins to pack her kit;
But as she leaves with all the stuff, the car is overweight a bit.
She waves goodbye and says "Don't worry, camping is the end";
But I know that when she's back, there'll be ropes and tents to mend.

Sometimes I grumble that "It's really gone too far,
Half the time you're not at home and I don't know where you are."
She says "I have to come and go whenever I decide---
You can grumble all you like; I just gotta go to Guides."

She goes to all the things they have no matter what I say;
I guess that she'll be in the Guides until her dying day.
Now if she goes before me and I am left to mourn,

I'll send her like she's used to going---
IN HER GIRL GUIDE UNIFORM!

