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If it’s true, what goes around comes around.
Be nicer so good fortune will abound.
Time to take my mind off of my pressures,

And do the right thing, in equal measures.

The sun’s hot as I enter the church hall,
Still wearing shades as | answer the call.
I’ve read that stocks of blood are pretty low,

But a new donor’s here now, let it flow!

A most lovely nurse takes my questionnaire.
Yes, finally made it, I’'m really here.
| take a seat: did she blow me a kiss?

Now something like that is so hard to miss!

Well, yes! Every nurse gives me the glad eye,
They whisper amongst themselves and brush by.
Calm down, I’'m here for a most righteous cause,

Don’t get distracted, there’s no time to pause.
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Wait, they must hope I’'m AB negative,
The looks I’m getting oh so suggestive.
The NHS wants help with sickle cell;

I’ve been winked at by a uniformed belle.

Okay, fast-tracked to the front of the queue,
This sort of attention is all so new.
First a pinprick to confirm my blood group,

The hot medical staff clamour and swoop.

Draped eagerly around the cubicle,
Their doe-eyed cooing oh so musical.
My spot of blood sinks in the solution,

Haemoglobin’s fine, no convolution.

My arm’s caressed as I’m led to a chair,
Angels fight over me, I’m so aware.
A cute one sticks the needle in my vein,

I’'m like royalty and in here I reign!

| keep clenching my fist as the blood pumps,

The nurse leans forward: mmm, those lady lumps!

A peeved colleague now whispers in her ear,

She views me with disdain, her change unclear.

Ah, I’m O positive, common as muck.
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So it go, still not blessed with any luck.
The nurses drift away, so unimpressed,

That boost to my ego not yet addressed.

Oh, I’'m not a saviour of the Black race,
My bubble is burst, put back in my place.
At least that first nurse still eyes me with glee,

More donors are needed, so well done me.

The End
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