Bags

Windblown, the Asda bag explores the car park.
Sometimes floating high as a helium jellyfish.
Sometimes scraping along briefly on hard tarmac.
Like me, searching for shelter, safety.

Vehicles' underbellies provide a dark haven.
Mud-streaked wheels court rubber shields,
Protection against shortsighted moggies
And piss-take canines.

Like me, aware of danger.

Whooping, a Tesco holdall hurricanes into view,
Scatterbrained and vibrant dipped.
Swaying close, giving a plastic wink,
The bag flashes a curvaceous handle.
Like me, looking for romance.

Asda balloons like a blushing peacock.
Feels the skin stretch and harden.
Cruising the thermal currents,
Tesco thrusts and bobs,
Dances alongside, mouth wide.
Like me, craving seduction.

Suddenly a trolley lady pounces
On her precious prey.

Places them slickly in a tattered pocket,
Joining her carrier community,
Flirting and caressing forever.
Like me, true companions.

