CORONA CATASTROPHE         A Villanelle
I never wanted all this hair

That trails in spirals round my head

I’m giving up in vain despair.

T’was brown, now grey is sprinkled there

My looking glass I view with dread

I never wanted all this hair.

It doesn’t match the clothes I wear

It has no style – it’s fashion dead

What can I do with all this hair?

Take a look around – it’s everywhere

Blonde, brunette, white, auburn, red?

See, everyone has lots more hair!

Would that I possessed the flair

I’d plait it, cut it, dye it red

I never wanted all this hair.

A hat I bought in my despair

Which sits quite nicely on my head

And covers this unwanted hair.

The barber’s closed – it’s most unfair

Where Westbury gents no more can tread

They never wanted so much hair.

Now, Cutting Room, please show you care

Allow us soon to show our head

We never wanted all this hair - and

We’d love to sit in your salon’s chair!
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