THE TALE OF THE RED-CLAW

This starts with two guys who shall remain name-less

Oh man, do they have a tale to confess

The day started off as is norm

But quickly degenerated – how true to form

Now off they went out to check on the bait traps

Thankfully none escaped through any gaps

Next they quickly hooked up the boat

To go check the red-claw traps on the end of a float

They put the boat back on it’s trailer at the ramp

Then headed off back to camp

Being the good wife, I asked how did you go

It’s going to be a good feed tonight, you know

Well …… to the back of the boat they came looking quite frank

Only to realise the bucket – is still down on the bank

Like two Keystone Cops, off they tore

To hopefully retrieve their bucket full of red-claw

Back they came, one driving the car with the boat still in tow

The other clutching the bucket, with water swishing to and fro

‘We’re not senile’ they tried to say

But gee it was hard to keep the laughter at bay!
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