LUV SCHMUV

VERSE
It’s Valentine’s Day
The stars above
Are shining on every
Turtledove
Who strolls with a lover,
Hand in glove—
Luv schmuv!

A
On Valentine’s Day
When I am alone,
I call myself up 
On the telephone.
I make flirty small talk
And ask me to dine;
I’ve made reservations 
At quarter of nine.

A
I get myself dressed
In my favorite shirt,
Select a cologne
And deliver a squirt.
I like to spruce up
When I go on a date—
Especially one with
My permanent mate.

B
Luv schmuv—
I’m doing just great,
‘Cause I’ve never known me
To turn down a date.

A
I fire up the Volvo,
I close the garage.
Then stop at the florist
To choose a corsage:
Gardenia and rosebuds,
A heavenly smell.
It’s equally nice on 
My wrist or lapel.

A
The elegant hostess
Says, “Table for two?”
But I tell her,
“No ma’am! A single will do.”
Such bright repartee
As I butter my bread!
So what if it’s happening
Inside my head?

B
Luv schmuv—
I’m feeling first-class.
I toast to myself
With a clink of my glass.

A
A half-dozen oysters,
A flute of Champagne,
Arugula salad and 
Quiche Lorraine.
The savory portion
Of dinner now through—
I order the raspberry
Trifle for two.

A
I feel myself blush
As I share my dessert.
I can never resist
The temptation to flirt.
I lock eyes with myself
And I pick up the check,
Then invite myself home
While caressing my neck.

B
Luv schmuv—
I'm perfectly fine.
True love comes and goes
But I’ll always be mine.

A
A stop in the men’s room;
A flick of the comb;
I fondle my knee
As I drive myself home.
I park in the driveway,
Invite myself in.
The candlelight casts a
Warm glow on my skin.

A
I put on the music
That I like the best,
And listen while stroking
The hair on my chest.
At this point, I draw
A considerate veil
Of modesty over
The end of my tale.

A
Suffice it to say
It feels perfectly right
I say “Thanks,” to myself
For a magical night.
So on Valentine’s Day
That is where I shall be--
Enjoying an evening
With beautiful me.

B
Luv schmuv—
Why, what’s that you say?
You still dread the coming
Of Valentine’s Day?

A PRIME
For some people, Val-
Entine’s day can be hard--
And if you are one,
Let me give you my card;
And if it comes ‘round
And you find you're alone,
Just know that I never
Disable my phone.
An evening for two
Might be almost as fun
As the Valentine’s evening
I’ve mapped out for one.

