Bad people again

I dodged my death

by spiralling in slow motion

through a closed window

and landing like a gymnast

on a moonlit lawn a good thirty feet below

Dusting the glass from out of my hair

I looked up and blew a kiss to my would-be assassins
before hopping over an ornamental wall

and disappearing into the darkness

the hail of their bullets pinging all about me

When I got home my wife asked me
where the hell I'd been

and as ever I told her the truth
that I had been out

battling bad people again

She tossed me the TV remote

and told me that my dinner was in the oven

adding: ‘If only we had a dog’

I thanked her and then asked if we had any plasters
as the tips of my fingers were still bleeding



