
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

chocolate 

a blast for the blues 

 
chocolate fingers 

are like an army 

of joy from ten to three 

 
bite off both ends 

use them like straws 

to suck up cups of tea 

 

(don’t wait too long 

or they will fall 

like soldiers in your cup) 

 

when they’re soft & warm 

or like a chocolate bullet 

I’d open my mouth up 

 
fingers are moreish 

like an army’s eating 

so rules for fingers tend to bend 

 
the senses I wake 

are also a killer for cake 

but for chocolate there is no end 

 
Jo Beth Gray 

 


