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farewell to arms – the dover arms –
that pub of neighbourhood recall
with forty years of old to young
assembling it’s last farewell –

forty years of neighbourhood
with bands and food and gatherings –
with bobcats live on sunday nights 
and guitar drumbeats echoing –

the floor is worn – the chairs are ripped –
the television sound’s cranked up –
billboards are pinned in memories
with tables full of pints and sleeves –

all to collect that last hurrah 
of faces – voices – crowds and jugs –
farewell to arms – the dover arms
is disappearing into mists.
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