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M & Ms and OCD

M & Ms 

And OCD

Are hand and glove.

Why can’t you see?

You have to know

To eat them right.

There’s just one way.

It’s day and night.

You separate

The ones you choose:

The reds and browns

Go two by twos.

The greens and yellows,

Matched in pairs,

Are done the same.

No splitting hairs.

You line these ones

In separate rows:

Those matching pairs.

That’s how it goes.

The ones that don’t

Match up get tossed

Inside the bag,

So none get lost.

But once you have

Your separate piles,

Just open wide; 

no time for smiles.

Just place each one

In matching pairs,

On either side,

While no one stares.

Initialed sides

Are always up,

Like pouring coffee

In a cup. 

And crunching both,

In unison,

Or melting slowly,

Til they’re done.

There is a preference.

Yes, there’s one.

No gasping now.

Don’t mean to stun.

But every crunch

Or Slurp’s the same.

One mustn’t ever

Change the game.

The ritual 

Is tantamount

To balancing

A perfect count:

Of colored ‘evens’

That you choose

To top this day

That you can’t lose:

This solitary

Joy you’ve got,

Like Sheldon’s seat:

His sacred spot!

