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      Introduction


      High-diving stick insects, a trapeze artist with vertigo, Greek shepherds on mountain bikes, a £20,000 bush shelter, adventures at a car wash, a lovesick tightrope walker, and educated giraffe and a woman sawn in half....

      

      these are just some of the topics in this varied collection of rhyming verse which is sure to make you smile and might even make you laugh out loud.

      

      All verses are the author's own and although there is a small amount of adult content most are suitable for all ages, so there's something here for everyone.

      

    


    
      Poetic Licence


      Poetic licence says that I'm

      Allowed to write down words that rhyme

      And also words that don't, but ought

      Because they're spelt the same - like drought.

      My rhymes can only rhyme for me

      The way I say the words I see,

      So if your accent's not the same

      And things don't rhyme - I'm not to blame.


      * * * *

      

    


    
      Fact and Fiction

    


    
      Just The Ticket


      In Menheniot, Cornwall, after thirty years

      The council agreed to provide

      A shelter for the local bus stop

      Where the waiting queues could hide.

      

      But would your common old plastic job

      Be good enough? Oh no!

      They invited a local architect

      To come and give it a go.

      

      So twenty thousand pounds was spent

      On green oak and Cornish slate

      And nearly twelve months later

      The shelter looks just great.

      

      It certainly is a grand affair

      And, if it had some heating,

      Could even be the venue

      For a local council meeting

      

      And having spent that kind of money

      The council should be on show

      For the buses were taken out of service

      About three months ago.


      * * * *


      Sandra Goes Shopping


      Sandra went over to France

      To sample the wine and the food

      But the locals were not very friendly,

      In fact they were all pretty rude

      

      So after a week she decided

      That she just couldn't stand any more,

      But before she came home she went shopping

      And entered a clothing store.

      

      She was the only customer in there

      And she was going through clothes on a rack

      When an assistant abruptly approached her,

      So she went straight on the attack

      

      "No, I'm quite happy looking!" she quickly snapped

      Before he could utter a word

      And then carried on pushing the hangers

      While three more assistants conferred.

      

      It was plain they were being aggressive

      As at Sandra they quite rudely stared,

      But she wasn't going to be intimidated

      Or show that she really cared

      

      So she went through the rack once again

      And took just as long as she could

      Then said in a very disgusted voice

      That the quality wasn't too good

      

      Then she left with her head held high,

      Unaware of her misdemeanours

      And she never even realised

      She'd been to the local dry cleaners.


      * * * *


      On Glastonbury Tor


      Oh! to stand with my back to the sun-warmed stone

      Of the tower atop the hill

      And look out across the Somerset Levels

      To the Severn, seemingly still.

      

      A patchwork quilt of hedges and fields

      Stretches east without a break

      When seen from the Tor that once was an islet

      Surrounded by marsh and lake.

      

      For here, it is said, was King Arthur's stronghold,

      The Isle of Avalon,

      And in Glastonbury Abbey his bones were once found

      But funnily enough they're now gone.

      

      Oh! to view three counties with a turn of the head

      And imagine that bygone time:

      I could spend many hours on Glastonbury Tor

      If I could only face the climb.


      * * * *


      Pedro El Trapecista


      Pedro El Trapecista was king of the high trapeze

      And toured the Spanish mainland bringing audiences to their knees

      With complicated somersaults performed with graceful ease

      And a body that the women, and some men, would like to squeeze.

      

      Known as Spain's great swinger he then lost his head for heights

      And started getting nose-bleeds while pulling on his tights.

      He lost his sense of balance and got sick just flying kites,

      Now twenty feet's the highest he can climb without the frights.

      

      Poor Pedro lost his job to a troupe of jumping fleas

      And left behind the high life and his trusty old trapeze.

      He sold his big Mercedes, his medallions and his skis

      And now he tours the country picking olives out of trees.


      * * * *


      The Plumber's Mate


      The wife of the plumber sits waiting at home

      But she doesn't just twiddle each thumb -

      She alters the waist of his new pair of jeans

      To make sure he can show off his bum.


      * * * *


      Maureen's Magic Moment


      Maureen was getting on a bit,

      Fifty-five had been and gone,

      Just like all those boyfriends

      Who'd never stayed for long.

      

      So sitting in the pub one night

      With her usual glass of gin

      She was feeling rather melancholy

      When a handsome man came in.

      

      'Handsome' is a subjective word,

      It's all in the eye of the beholder,

      And he certainly did catch Maureen's eye

      But then Maureen WAS getting older.

      

      Anyway, as luck would have it

      There was only one empty chair

      And that was next to Maureen,

      Who'd quickly put it there.

      

      "Is it okay if I join you?"

      He asked in a voice rich and clear:

      Maureen, speechless, nodded her head

      So he sat down and spilt his beer.

      

      There followed a moment of panic

      As they both tried blotting her skirt,

      But when he smiled and said, "Sorry"

      She began to outrageously flirt.

      

      She adjusted her blouse to reveal

      The cleavage she normally hid

      Then, struggling for conversation,

      Asked what it was that he did.

      

      He turned out to be a magician,

      Though not very good it was clear

      For he had a certain clumsiness,

      Which was why she was smelling of beer.

      

      They drank and they talked for hours

      And with every gin she grew bolder,

      Giggling just like a young schoolgirl

      She forgot she was getting older.

      

      Yes, Maureen was falling in love,

      Her hand into his hand she put,

      Then, searching for ways to impress him,

      She scratched her nose with her foot.

      

      The resultant burst of excitement

      Left her far from disappointed

      'Cos Marvo, for that was his stage name,

      Loved women who were double-jointed.

      

      He begged her to help with his new trick

      And the gin made it seem quite a laugh

      That he'd just lost his latest assistant

      While learning to saw her in half.

      

      Thrilled that at last she was wanted

      Maureen knew they would make a good pair,

      But then had some slight misgivings

      When he stood up and fell over his chair.

      

      They staggered out into the night

      Yet nobody did they disturb,

      Not even when Maureen laughed out loud

      As Marvo tripped over the kerb.

      

      Together they swung round a corner,

      His arm draped over her shoulder,

      And nobody ever saw Maureen again

      But let's face it, she WAS getting older.


      * * * *


      Yellow Wellies


      New yellow wellies for someone aged four

      Guarding the bed every night:

      Waiting to be



      The first things she'll see

      When she opens her eyes to the light.

      

      Bright yellow wellies for someone aged four

      Jumping in puddles for fun:

      Splashing away's

      A great game to play

      And something that has to be done.

      

      Strong yellow wellies for someone aged four

      Kicking up leaves in the wood:

      The pile of leaves

      Comes up to the knees

      So the kicking is not very good.

      

      Warm yellow wellies for someone aged four

      Crunching around in the snow:

      Looking so bright

      Against all the white

      They leave footprints wherever they go.

      

      Old yellow wellies for someone aged four

      Lying around on their own:

      Not much to do

      Now winter is through

      And the feet of their owner have grown.


      * * * *


      The Funambulist


      Roger was a funambulist, which may not mean a thing

      To anyone not interested in balancing on string.

      

      He used to use his washing line for a dry run every day

      But the line just kept on breaking and the knots got in the way

      

      But as he became more expert the old washing line was gone:

      The cables of a suspension bridge were what he walked upon.

      

      I'd like to say you'd see him every weekday without fail,

      But he wasn't there one Thursday 'cos they said there'd be a gale

      

      And he got a trifle windy when the weather got the same,

      And said that should he be blown off it would be an awful shame.

      

      Yes, Roger was a funambulist with a long and slender pole

      Which, when he did funambulate, played quite a major role.

      

      It was very light and whippy with a tendency to bend,

      Like on the day a seagull calmly perched upon one end

      

      But Roger was an expert and he countered with a sway,

      Which should have been the answer but the seagull flew away

      

      And left the poor man teetering upon the brink of death,

      While down below a crowd had gathered and held collective breath.

      

      The watchers' gruesome lust for blood wasn't satisfied that day

      For Roger caught his balance, so the crowd just walked away.

      

      Yes, Roger was a funambulist which meant he'd lots of pluck

      But when it came to romance he just didn't have much luck.

      

      He joined a "lonely hearts" club which broke his lonely heart,

      For he loved a female funambulist but they were poles apart.

      

      So the next week all the papers told of how he'd lost control

      And fallen from the suspension bridge 'cos he hadn't used his pole

      

      But things had gone full circle, as they found when he was gone,

      For Roger had actually used his pole to hang his washing on.


      * * * *


      Thanks For The Prezzie


      Thank you for the present

      You really are most kind

      I opened it the other day

      Sadly though to find

      I'd been given two already

      But I really do not mind

      For the others fell apart and were

      To the bin confined

      But still, I'm very confident

      That yours is well designed.



      * * * *


      A Shocking Business


      As reported in the Daily Telegraph 13/6/2003. Sadly three Greek shepherds died in one week from lightning strikes.


      Who'd want to be a Greek shepherd

      In the mountains watching his flock?

      When it seems that he's pretty vulnerable

      To an exceedingly nasty shock.

      

      The sheep don't have such a problem

      'Cos they still do things by the book

      While the shepherd has sided with progress

      And is using a metal crook.

      

      Now metal's a tricky substance

      When bolts of lightning are shot,

      So when there's an electrical storm

      The poor shepherd cops the lot.

      

      The government's trying to urge him

      To go back to using wood

      Which tends to split, and often breaks

      And really isn't as good.

      

      But even then, if he uses

      The wood that he doesn't like,

      He could still get struck by lightning

      While riding home on his bike.


      Yes, they use mountain bikes!


      * * * *


      Red Wine Blues


      The brochure promised me blue skies

      And sun eight hours a day

      It never mentioned rain at all

      For the Algarve in the middle of May.

      

      The wind blew cold from the mountains

      Bringing clouds all shades of grey

      And the locals just shrugged their shoulders

      In the Algarve in the middle of May.

      

      But Portuguese wine is so cheap

      And I bought some without delay

      Then drank two bottles by lunchtime

      In the Algarve in the middle of May.

      

      I lay by the pool in defiance

      And dared the sun to come play

      Then fell asleep and got sunburnt

      In the Algarve in the middle of May.

      

      The doctor came round with some cream,

      He said in the shade I must stay

      And asked why I'd been so foolish

      In the Algarve on my very first day.


      * * * *


      An Old Man's Proposal


      I know that I said we would take in a film

      And then a romantic meal

      But I've a better idea for this our first date

      And I'm ringing to see how you'd feel.

      

      I remember my youth, when sex was the craze

      And how night after night we chased it

      But now, at my age, if I should get the urge

      It would be such a shame to waste it

      

      So why don't I come straight over to yours?

      And to hell with the thrill of the chase:

      Just wear black stockings and bright red suspenders

      And I'll bring a thingummy - just in case.

      

      Now I know this may sound a little bit forward

      But I'm almost beginning to lust

      And this could well be my very last chance

      So I feel it's a case of needs must.

      

      Please say I can come straight over to yours,

      That you don't need the thrill of the chase:

      I'm hoping you're into black stockings and suspenders

      But I'll bring along mine - just in case.


      * * * *


      The Weather Girl


      I've fallen in love with the weather girl

      I'm her slave every time she appears

      I go weak when she mentions her thermals

      And her lows just reduce me to tears.

      

      I imagine her wearing green wellies

      As she tells me that rain's on the way

      And I drool at the thought of her swimsuit

      When she says it will be a nice day.

      

      She has total control of my movements

      If she tells me to stay in, I do.

      Then I search through the channels to find her

      For without her my skies are not blue.

      

      Who cares if she talks about cold snaps?

      It's her warm front that captures my heart

      Yet, while isobars bring us together,

      We're still weather systems apart.


      * * * *


      Safe Custody


      Based on a report in the Daily Telegraph 6/6/01


      The Hollidaysburg Trust Company, Blair County, Pennsylvania

      Doesn't sound like a crèche to me

      But for Matthew Mingle, eighteen months,

      That's what it came to be.

      

      His mother took him to work one day:

      Can she claim it's not her fault

      That none of her colleagues seemed to know

      He was playing in the vault?

      

      So when the safe was closed that day

      Poor Matthew was locked inside

      But they couldn't beat the time switch

      No matter how they tried.

      

      The bank called out the fire brigade

      Who had no better luck

      But they fed some tubes into the vault

      With air, and drinks to suck.

      

      And then they sang him lullabies

      Which seemed to work just great:

      He fell asleep while a locksmith came

      From Ohio, the neighbouring state.

      

      And after nearly seven hours

      Young Matthew saw the light

      And his mother, who had been distraught,

      Held him really tight.

      

      Now the bank is offering babysitting

      At a price they say is cheap,

      And the firemen are all moonlighting -

      Singing local kids to sleep.


      * * * *


      Change Of Address


      Dear friend, please note that my address

      Has changed since you were last my guest,

      When you just walked in through my door

      And one week's stay turned into four.

      You made me sit up late at nights

      While you put all the world to rights

      But every day you'd stay in bed

      While I went out with aching head.

      And later with the setting sun

      I found the dishes still weren't done

      And there you were just watching "Cheers"

      Drinking one of my cold beers.

      You took control of my whole life

      I'm sure you thought I was your wife

      And when at last you went your way

      Not a penny did you pay.

      So now I've moved you'll want to know

      And maybe come again - and so

      In case you feel that way disposed

      My new address is not enclosed.


      * * * *


      A Day By The Sea 1980


      I'm renowned for the quality of my 'days out'
'Where shall we go?' I asked, and they said

      The beach was the place to be

      So we loaded the car and after an hour

      I was parked a mile from the sea.

      

      We walked to the beach, me, my wife and the kids,

      With arms full of all we would need:

      Buckets and spades and bats and balls

      And things for a jolly good feed.

      

      I laid out a blanket with a rock on each corner

      And said it was time we should eat,

      Then stubbed my toe on one of the rocks

      And found tar all over my feet.

      

      I sat on the crisps, spilt juice in the sand

      And trod on the suncream, and then

      Saw the children were digging up horrible things

      Which we hurriedly buried again.

      

      Then dark heavy clouds took over the sky

      And a sea breeze began to blow:

      So we huddled together and shivered a bit,

      Waiting for the sun to show.

      

      There was sand in the sandwiches, flies in the drinks

      And the paper plates blew far away.

      The ice cream had melted and a wasp found the pear,

      So we decided to call it a day.

      

      We packed up our bits and trudged back to the car

      To find that I'd lost my key,

      And my wife had left hers in her bag in the boot

      So I called out the RAC.

      

      It was four hours later when we finally got home

      And I wished we had gone to the zoo,

      But even then there was more to go wrong

      'Cos guess what I found on my shoe!

      * * * *


      Mirror Image


      I didn’t realise I was schizophrenic

      Until the other day

      I saw myself in the bathroom mirror

      And I was looking the other way.


      * * * *


      The Car Wash


      Yes, this really happened to one of my family!


      In the early evening with the rush hour in full flow

      To the local car wash I thought that I would go.

      Through the crowded forecourt I drove my dirty car

      Straight into the bay where the big green rollers are.

      

      Everything was normal as I put my money in,

      I sat and watched the rollers as they began to spin.

      But suddenly I realised to my great dismay

      The aerial was up, I had not put it away.

      

      The bay was full of water, the jets were very near,

      But out I madly jumped, no time to think of fear.

      I skidded round the headlight, much quicker than I planned,

      And grabbed the bloody aerial which broke off in my hand.

      

      No chance to get back in the car and now quite soaking wet

      I didn’t know when I jumped out the car alarm had set.

      So when it started rocking as the brush went round and round

      The siren started wailing - a most disturbing sound.

      

      Trying to pretend that I was really unconcerned

      I hoped that no-one noticed just how much my poor cheeks burned,

      'Cos everyone’s attention had seemed to turn to me

      And in that moment’s freeze-frame I wished that I could flee.

      

      So the moral of this story is - if there’s a dirty mark

      Never use the car wash unless it’s after dark.


      * * * *


      Waste Disposal


      Suddenly we've become aware

      Of the problems progress brings

      And now it's hard to dispose of all

      Those indispensable things

      

      Like motor cars and TV sets

      And household white goods too,

      Just 'cos Brussels says that it's

      Much safer for me and you.

      

      But the planning really is quite poor,

      Someone's got egg on his face

      'Cos the regulations have been laid down

      But the methods aren't in place.

      

      There are mountains of fridges and freezers

      Waiting to be destroyed

      But the only plant that does the job

      Is in Scotland - and is fully employed.

      

      Many are being exported

      To Germany and The Netherlands,

      And we the public are asked to pay

      Each time one changes hands.



      

      But who wants to pay forty pounds

      To the council to take it away?

      You might as well dump it on the street;

      It'll be removed one day.

      

      So should you wish to visit me

      You'll find my house all right:

      It's past the burnt-out Ford Capri,

      By the second fridge on the right.


      * * * *


      The Naturist


      Bronzed and well-toned he patrols the sand,

      Occasionally shading his eyes with a hand

      As he stops to watch the white horses run:

      An Adonis silhouetted against the sun.

      

      He displays a stomach like a granite slab

      As he struts amongst all the bodies of flab

      And folds of flesh and cellulite

      That really ought to be out of sight.

      

      He pauses to chat and then carries on,

      His ego fuelled by the comparison,

      And he sees the women all watching him

      Wishing their men could be that slim.

      

      With buttocks firm and a chin to match

      He knows he'd be the perfect catch

      And proudly expands his manly chest,

      But to everyone else he looks just like the rest.


      * * * *


      Local Counsellor


      I'm your local counsellor,

      On hand both day and night

      To help you come to terms with all

      The things that don't go right.

      

      Did you miss your bus today?

      Or was there too much rain?

      You didn't win the lottery?

      You can always try again.

      

      As your local counsellor

      I'm paid to hear you moan

      'Cos no-one these days is allowed

      To cope with things alone.

      

      So tell me all your problems

      And I'll show you that I care,

      I'll hug you and I'll hold your hand

      And gently say "There, there."

      

      And when you're feeling happier

      And pleased to be alive

      I'll slip away, 'cos I must meet

      My counsellor at five.


      * * * *


      Mission Impossible


      Here I am, it's happened again,

      I'm stood here like a fool

      Wondering what I came here for,

      And feeling rather cool

      'Cos the door's been open quite a time

      But inspiration's dead -

      The light may be on in the fridge

      But it's not on in my head.

      

      My journey here was purposeful,

      I knew what I must do,

      But now I'm here my mind's a blank

      And I haven't got a clue.

      I might as well be on the moon,

      On some great crater's ridge,

      As standing here this afternoon

      Staring at my fridge.


      * * * *


      Stretching The Truth


      It was 1541, or perhaps a later hour,

      When Francis Dereham was taken to London's famous Tower.

      He'd been a naughty boy for Katherine Howard he had "known":

      Not a clever thing to do with her husband on the throne.

      

      Henry The Eighth was pretty cross and almost lost all reason

      And said the Queen would have to go for having committed treason.

      But proof was what was needed and it couldn't all be bought

      So Dereham was arrested and his confession keenly sought.

      

      He was taken to the torture room and tied upon the rack

      And the creaking wheels were turned until they'd taken up the slack.

      The rackmaster then smiled at him, a smile that wasn't sweet,

      Then he took a goose's feather and tickled both his feet.

      

      He burnt poor Dereham with heated irons and gouged out both his eyes

      But no confession could he get, much to his surprise.

      He turned the wheels some more, there was a tearing noise and then

      Dereham who'd been five-feet-two was almost five-feet-ten.

      

      But still they couldn't break the man, no matter what they tried,

      Until it was the rackmaster who just broke down and cried.

      Then Henry came along to see if confession time was near

      And having heard the problem he whispered in Dereham's ear.

      

      The young man listened quietly and then suddenly confessed

      And the rackmaster stared and said, "Well now, I'll be blessed,"

      "Your Highness, that was brilliant but just what did you say?"

      "I said he could change places with you for one whole day."


      * * * *


      So Near Yet So Far


      My wife had up and left me

      In search of happiness

      And though a week had now gone by

      I was still in quite a mess.

      

      The fridge and larder were empty

      Apart from odds and ends:

      Nothing there to help me keep

      My stomach and I good friends.

      

      Then, low and behold, I saw it:

      Corned beef in a square-looking tin

      With a key stuck on the outside

      Providing an easy way in.

      

      I found the remains of the Branston

      And some crystalised strawberry jam.

      They made the plate look colourful,

      Though I thought they'd go better with spam.

      

      I held the tin quite firmly,

      Like I would the hand of a friend,

      Then broke off the key and threaded

      The thin metal strip through the end.

      

      A twist of the wrist and I'd started

      To separate the strip from the tin

      While the smell of the meat was heaven:

      Which shows what a state I was in.

      

      Then the key was no longer turning:

      I twisted again and then, Damn!

      The thin metal strip just broke apart

      And I dropped the key in the jam.

      

      But did I let this faze me?

      Oh no! not on your life:

      I attacked the tin with my spoon and fork

      (That was after I'd broken the knife)

      

      But an inch and a half was not enough

      Of a gap to let me in

      So I did the only thing I could:

      I threw it all into the bin.

      

      Of course, I blamed it on my wife

      Well, what else could I do?

      'Cos when she took her leave that day

      She took the tin-opener too.


      * * * *


      Move Over


      Of course I'm a very patient driver

      But your car is rather slow

      And always seems to want to stop

      When I just want to go.

      

      Of course I'm not an aggressive driver

      And I don't want you to dash

      It's just that there's an electrics fault

      That makes my headlights flash.

      

      Of course I'm a very forgiving driver

      But you forgot to indicate

      And I'm only trying to help you when

      I hoot and gesticulate.

      

      Of course I'm a very tolerant driver

      I'm not saying you're a hog

      I only drive this close because

      I like your nodding dog.

      

      Of course I'm a law-abiding driver

      I'm not the criminal sort

      And now I really must get past:

      I'm rather late for court.


      * * * *


      Wind Of Change


      I've started on my diet and all the goodies have been binned

      But now that I am eating less there's lots more room for wind

      And through my miles of tubing I can hear it gurgle round

      Until it makes an exit with a most explosive sound.

      

      Now there are other problems as it struggles to get free

      For it presses on my bladder and makes me want to pee

      So I satisfy the craving but it's driving me insane

      'Cos then my stomach gurgles and - here we go again.

      

      I wonder why this happens every time I'm on a diet

      And why it always waits until everybody's quiet.

      I used to think that life was great, and what could ever spoil it?

      But now if you can't find me I'll be hiding in the toilet.


      * * * *


      Maureen And The Salesman


      It was eight o'clock on a Friday night

      In a place called Eccles End

      When a travelling salesman found himself

      Alone without a friend.

      

      He saw the lights of a hostelry,

      A pub called "The Butting Goat"

      And he thought it seemed the very place

      To wet his tired throat.

      

      He parked his car and entered

      Through a door that just said "Bar"

      And stepped into a cloud of smoke

      From a very large cigar.

      

      He coughed and bumped around a bit

      Till his watering eyes could see,

      Then found himself beside a girl

      Who watched him curiously.

      

      He thought, she looks quite pretty

      And a flirt would do no harm,

      So he smiled his bestest salesman smile

      And turned on all the charm

      

      "Let me buy you another drink,"

      He said between his tears

      And she wobbled dangerously on her stool

      As she answered with a "Cheers."

      

      He dabbed his eyes with his handkerchief

      And as his vision cleared

      The girl put on about thirty years,

      And the beginnings of a beard.

      

      "Are you alright?" the woman asked

      And wobbled a little more

      And the salesman suddenly noticed

      What he hadn't seen before.

      

      For the woman sat there legless

      And not through too much booze

      But actually without the limbs

      To warrant tights and shoes.

      

      "My God!" the salesman said out loud

      Then quickly apologized

      For he really was a decent sort;

      Just more than a bit surprised

      

      So it might have been his curiosity

      Or just pity that made him stay

      But he bought another round and then

      Another was on the way.

      

      She said her name was Maureen

      And she'd been lonely too

      Until she'd met her Marvo,

      A clumsy magician who

      

      Had made her feel so wanted

      That her feelings grew quite strong,

      And full of gin she'd helped him with

      A trick that went so wrong.

      

      Then things were getting hazy

      As the woman told her tale

      And at the very gruesome part

      The salesman turned quite pale

      

      For he'd never ever met before

      A woman sawn in half:

      Indeed, a woman who seemed to think

      It was all a bit of a laugh.

      

      He heard the sound of saw on bone

      And smelt the blood and gore

      And promptly fell into a heap

      Upon the dirty floor.

      

      A gentle shaking woke him up:

      He groaned and raised his head

      And a voice said, "Hey that's better,

      "We thought you might be dead."

      

      "You came in here a while ago

      "And began to fall about,

      "Then you hit your head on that low oak beam

      "And knocked yourself clean out!"

      

      "That's very strange," the salesman said,

      "There was a legless woman here."

      And the room took on a respectful hush

      And no one touched their beer.

      

      "Ah, that's the ghost of Maureen,"

      Said the barman with pursed lips,

      "She visits every now and then,

      "Well, the bit above the hips."

      

      He explained that she'd been haunting

      When the salesman fell about

      And he must have made her think of Marvo

      When he gave his head a clout

      

      But he really should feel flattered,

      It was pretty scary but

      Normally, to see her there,

      People had to be half-cut.


      * * * *


      Weed Control


      I thought I'd buy a parakeet

      To try to keep my garden neat

      But all it did was gobble up my seeds.

      Later someone told me that

      It actually was 'Paraquat'

      I needed to get rid of all the weeds.


      * * * *


      Hidden Asset


      Picasso's "Boy With A Pipe" had just sold for US$104 million


      I've bought myself a painting which

      I can't hang on my wall

      For it's really far too valuable

      To be out on show at all.

      

      I'm so worried my investment could

      Be damaged by the light

      I keep it in a darkened room

      Where the temperature's just right.

      

      The room itself is treble-locked

      And that is just the start,

      The security I have in place is

      Really "state of the art".

      

      Light beams bounce from wall to wall,

      There are pressure pads galore,

      Heat and movement sensors too

      And a man outside the door.

      

      The painting's dusted once a week

      And checked with infra-red

      While I admire its photograph

      Which stands beside my bed.

      

      I've said it's an investment but

      What's the bottom line?

      Well, I'm a connoisseur my friend,

      And I can say it's mine.


      * * * *


      A Winter's Tale


      It was a cool December night

      And I was on the pull

      When I met this lovely-looking girl

      In the bar of "The Talking Bull".

      

      I remember it all so clearly -

      The repartee and chat,

      I smiled at her and she said,

      "Whadaya think you're looking at?"

      

      Her voice was like a foghorn

      But she moved with style and grace,

      Especially when I tried it on

      And she slapped me round the face

      

      But then she kissed it better

      And held me really tight

      And asked if I was going back

      To her place for the night.

      

      Refusal would be really rude,

      Was what went through my mind

      As I climbed the stairs up to her flat,

      Admiring her behind

      

      And then the door was open

      And she led me to the bed

      Past the handcuffs, and the whip,

      And the plastic horse's head.

      

      There were pictures on the wall of men

      In rubber gloves and masks

      And women smoking pipes and wearing

      Stockings and red basques,

      

      And on the bedside table

      Was a truncheon, long and black,

      Next to the photo of a labrador

      Wearing a plastic mac.

      

      It all seemed just a bit surreal,

      Which I put down to the booze

      And the little pill I'd taken earlier

      To keep me set on 'cruise'

      

      Then things got kinda busy,

      There were people everywhere

      And everything went hazy

      But I didn't really care.

      

      Next thing, I was sitting

      On a seat in Regent's Park

      Wondering how I'd got there

      And why it wasn't dark

      

      And why I'd got a headache

      And a dry and painful throat

      And why I'd got no clothes on

      Underneath my coat.

      

      So let this be a lesson

      To those out on the pull:

      Beware the voice like a foghorn,

      It talks a load of bull

      

      But of course there is an upside

      Should you wish to have a go,

      'Cos I know that I enjoyed it -

      I've seen the video.


      * * * *


      Writer's Block


      The pen is motionless in my hand

      And my palms are getting damp:

      I've got the dreaded writer's block

      When I'd like the writer's cramp.

      

      Occasionally the muscles stir

      And my hand begins to move,

      But it's just another silly doodle

      'Cos I'm stuck well in the groove.

      

      There must be something I can write,

      Something witty or rare

      That'll make the world sit back and think,

      Or at least get me out of this chair.

      

      I could try and write about the man

      At the clothing recycling bin

      Who, trying to find something to wear,

      Overreached and then fell in.

      

      He must have been virtually naked

      Or just incredibly thin,

      For the opening is not very big at all

      On a clothing recycling bin.

      

      In what was quite a sorry affair

      There was a stroke of luck

      For he did have a mobile phone on which

      He reported that he was stuck.

      

      The fire brigade arrived at speed

      Then, laughing, fell about

      And it took them quite a while before

      They were ready to cut him out.

      

      Yet somehow it doesn't seem to work

      For although the story's true

      It doesn't have a proper ending

      And therefore will not do!

      

      So I screw the paper in a ball

      And throw it at the clock.

      Oh! it's such an awful waste of time

      Suffering from writer's block.


      * * * *


      Ring The Changes


      Back in the nineteen thirties and forties

      When the travelling circus was king

      The drum rolls and squeals of excited children

      Had a very familiar ring,

      

      A ring that was home to tigers and horses

      With sawdust that covered the ground

      But it got up the noses of most of the animals

      For they were tired of travelling around.

      

      And so when the circus opened in Cleethorpes

      One Tuesday morning in May

      The tigers and horses said that they ought

      To boycott the matinée.

      

      The lion said firmly that it just wouldn't do,

      He'd got his professional pride,

      But that after he'd performed in the mane event

      He'd perhaps be on their side.

      

      The giraffe was a very vocal supporter

      Which was not how he was in the wild.

      For giraffes are reluctant to stick out their necks,

      They're usually too meek and mild.

      

      The trapeze artists wavered a little to start with,

      In fact they just swung to and fro

      But when someone said that he'd hide their net

      They came down, not as con, but as pro.

      

      The clowns all thought it was a bit of a laugh

      And hundreds of jokes were cracked

      While the sealions thought that getting it right

      Was a bit of a balancing act.



      

      The tumblers jumped at the chance to let

      Their vaulting arrogance shine,

      And just for a while they supported each other

      Until they fell into line.

      

      The elephant tried to keep up with it all

      But was getting in quite a flap,

      So in the end he just walked away

      Saying he'd forgotten to turn off a tap.

      

      Then the tigers and horses and most of their friends

      Told the ringmaster of their vote,

      And he said that it seemed a great idea

      'Cos he'd got a very sore throat.

      

      And so that day the big tent was quiet,

      No drum rolls, no oohs and no aahs,

      Just disappointed queues waiting at bus stops,

      For not many people had cars.

      

      Now news travels fast, particularly when

      The news is especially bad

      So when the gates opened for the show that night -

      Not a child, or a mum, or a dad.

      

      Well, that was the beginning of the end of the circus,

      And it only goes to prove

      That to stay ahead in the world of showbiz

      You've got to keep on the move.


      * * * *


      Realism


      Is the glass half empty or is it half full?

      Whichever it is I bet

      If you turn the glass upside down

      The floor gets just as wet

      And yet the optimistic view

      Is impossible to ignore:

      50% empty or 50% full

      There's room for 100% more

      But the pessimist will tell you

      That it's open to debate

      For what is still inside the glass

      May be something that you hate.


      * * * *


      Doorways


      There are no rhymes in this one


      Leaving behind the sunshine

      I turn the corner and walk slowly into the smog.

      I pass the hazy halo of a streetlight

      And hear the coughs and murmurs of the invisible.

      A sudden flare of sulphur illuminates little,

      But the acrid smell bites its way through

      The layers of smoky mist

      Followed by a gentle sigh of hidden contentment.

      Glow-worms dance in the shadows

      As feet shuffle and doors open and close.

      I feel my way to the entrance

      And walk into a bright new world

      Beyond the sign that says

      "No Smoking In This Building".


      * * * *


      Evasive Action


      There are no rhymes in this one


      Oh No! it's that boring man from number forty-five.

      He's on the other side of the road and yes,

      He's going to cross over.

      What do I do?

      Stop and look in this shop window?

      Bend down and pretend to tie my shoelace?

      Cross over myself and look the other way?

      Oh Oh! He's spotted me.

      Hang on, he's turned and walked the other way.

      Well I don't know, how rude can you get?


      * * * *

      

    

    

    
      Animals & Insects


      Willy's Shortcomings


      Willy the worm is the longest worm

      That anyone has ever seen

      His front end is long, his back end is long

      And he's very long in between.

      

      When being introduced for the very first time

      People often make the mistake

      Of assuming he isn't a worm at all

      But a slower than average snake.

      

      He doesn't fit in like the other worms do

      And can never go out on a date

      'Cos his front end will always arrive too early

      While his back end is always too late.

      

      One day while wriggling around in the garden

      He thought he'd found a friend

      Till a passing beetle told him that

      He was chatting up his own rear end.

      

      Totally embarrassed, he wanted to hide

      In his own little world of despair

      But when you're a worm of enormous proportions

      Everyone knows you are there.

      

      So now he's decided on an operation,

      The plans have all been made,

      And everyday he lies in the flowerbed

      Waiting for the man with the spade.


      * * * *


      High Tea With Lofty


      At afternoon tea with our know-it-all friend

      Lofty Ness the giraffe,

      I asked his opinion of the Quantum Theory

      Just for a bit of a laugh

      'Cos his constant air of superior Ness

      Was quite an irritation;

      After all, it was only his neck that got him

      Into higher education.

      So I happily thought I'd stumped him when

      "I'm sorry, my friend", he said,

      "I'd love to explain, but whatever I say

      Will only go over your head".


      * * * *


      Two Sticks For Poohsticks


      Poohsticks, played by Christopher Robin, Winnie-The-Pooh, Piglet and,inadvertently, Eeyore consists of dropping sticks into the water off one side of a bridge and seeing which is first to appear on the other side.


      Fred and Bill, young stick insects,

      Were finding life quite tame

      Till Fred overheard some children

      Talking about a game.

      

      The game concerned was Poohsticks

      And it sounded fun to him,

      A little bit of diving

      Followed by a swim.

      

      So they got their trunks and towels

      And went down to the brook

      Then stood upon the little bridge

      To have a proper look.

      

      "There's quite a lot of water,"

      Said Bill as he looked down

      "You're a better swimmer

      So don't you let me drown."

      

      "Of course not!" answered Fred,

      But not quite sure at all

      'Cos many years had now gone by

      Since he had learnt the crawl.

      

      They both stood on the lowest rail

      Ready for the race

      Fred counted "One two three and GO!"

      And they jumped out into space.

      

      Down they went together

      But Fred could not resist

      Doing a backward somersault

      With pike and double twist.

      

      So by the time he landed

      In the water there beneath

      Bill was half a yard away

      And sitting on a leaf.

      

      "That's cheating!" spluttered Fred

      As Bill went floating by

      And if anyone were watching

      They might have seen him cry.

      

      But Fred was made of sterner stuff

      And soon his eyes were clearer

      Well, clear enough to see the bridge

      Was further off, not nearer!

      

      They hadn't thought to see which way

      The water gurgled past

      And now the leaf on which Bill sat

      Was disappearing fast.

      

      With the current getting stronger

      Fred struck out for the shore

      And when at last he reached the bank

      He could see the leaf no more.

      

      Tired and dejected

      And thinking thoughts of Bill

      He slowly made his way back home

      Before he caught a chill.

      

      And now each day Fred has a dip

      In case he should forget

      The times he had with his friend Bill

      Who's still not come home yet.


      * * * *


      The Walrus And The Dentist


      British dentists went to operate on walrus tusks in Moscow Zoo.


      The elderly walrus was a sad old fellow

      Whose teeth were turning extremely yellow

      He had such pain from one large tusk

      That all he could eat was a soggy rusk

      Gone for him was the shellfish diet,

      Which meant that meals were very quiet.

      

      Then along came a dentist from Enfield Chase

      Who'd been called in just for this case

      He asked the walrus to open wide

      And then had a jolly good look inside

      But when he emerged he looked like death

      'Cos there's nothing as bad as a walrus' bad breath.

      

      He said, "We'll need anaesthetic before we begin"

      And promptly downed a bottle of gin

      Then pushed and tugged, hammered and drilled

      Until two teeth were finally filled

      And one large tusk lay on the floor

      Next to the dentist, who'd started to snore.

      

      The walrus explored his mouth with his tongue

      Quite pleased with what the dentist had done

      For the crunching of shellfish could now begin

      And he grinned a very lopsided grin

      While the dentist dreamt of presenting his account

      'Cos a very large tusk meant a very large amount.


      * * * *


      Cat And Mouse


      I'm crawling around on my hands and knees

      Coaxing with rulers and tempting with cheese

      And moving each moveable thing in the house

      Trying to save a poor little mouse.

      

      I'm sure the mouse doesn't want to be here,

      My cat was the one who had the idea:

      She presented it to me with obvious pride

      Then poked it about till it ran off to hide.

      

      I shooed the cat out with a flea in her ear

      But the mouse doesn't know that I'm nothing to fear

      So he hides in the corners and under the chairs:

      I don't stand a chance if he gets under the stairs.

      

      Mice can run fast, as I have now found,

      And they don't always keep their feet on the ground

      For just when I've got him what does he do?

      He jumps through the air like a kangaroo.

      

      For three hours I've been on my hands and knees

      And I'm losing my patience and I've run out of cheese

      So I've let the poor cat back into the house

      In the hope that she'll help to get rid of the mouse.

      

      But what does she do? She treats me with scorn:

      She has a good wash, a stretch and a yawn

      And heads for the garden as if to say,

      'You've taken my toy so get on and play'.


      * * * *


      Penguins Don't Play Beachball


      Penguins don't play beachball

      It's something they can't be taught

      Because the ball is much too big

      And their arms are much too short.

      

      But sliding on their tummies

      Is a game they love to play

      The fact that they've just fallen over

      Is purely by the way.

      

      'Cos balance is a problem

      When your arms are incomplete

      And it's very hard to walk on ice

      When you cannot see your feet.

      

      They even tried some skating once

      But they hadn't got the knack

      And nothing looks as silly as

      A penguin on its back.

      

      And that's the worst position,

      Looking at the sky.

      It always makes them feel so sad

      Knowing they can't fly.


      * * * *


      Chris O'Liss


      Chris O'Liss was the name

      Of a grubby little tyke

      Who always knew that one day he'd

      Be somebody I'd like.

      

      He stayed in bed all day long

      With curtains fully drawn,

      Dreaming of the way he'd look

      In the clothes he'd never worn.

      

      And then at last his moment came:

      He emerged one sunny day

      And fluttered by as a butterfly

      And took my breath away.


      * * * *


      Kanga's Karrykot


      The kangaroo carries her young in her pocket

      'Cos prams are expensive to buy

      But if she should sneeze

      While finding her keys

      She could well poke her child in the eye.


      * * * *


      The Flasher


      On a warm summer night you can find him

      Looking for a thrill in the park,

      Flitting in and out of the bushes,

      Flashing all the time in the dark.

      Although you may call him a firefly

      He's a beetle, for what that is worth,

      And the light that you see him producing

      Is the most economic on earth.

      

      He's flashing 'cos he's searching for a partner

      And he's waiting for a flicker on the ground

      To tell him that a female is responding

      With the message that she's ready to be found.

      But even then he has to be quite careful,

      Sirens in his world are very real,

      And a clever foreign female could be waiting

      To eat him as a very tasty meal.

      

      Assuming that his mating is successful

      He'll be the dad of several little eggs,

      But very soon his short life will be over

      And he'll never see his children grow their legs.

      Yet in the meantime he can be quite happy

      Watching as they practise every night,

      For his children at the moment are just glow-worms

      But he knows that their future will be bright.


      * * * *


      Table Manners


      I've a bird table in my garden

      That the sparrows think is great,

      And so do the local woodpigeons

      Who use it to copulate.

      

      There's a couple at it every day:

      The same two? I can't tell

      But what a cheek, eating my seed

      And sowing their own as well.


      * * * *


      The Wimbledon Dig-in


      In the depths of Wimbledon Common

      Are animals that nobody sees.

      They hide from the light, only come out at night,

      And badgers are just some of these.

      

      There were two rival gangs of these badgers,

      Each certain that they were the best:

      Full of good diggers, with homes that were bigger

      And better than all of the rest.

      

      But which of the gangs was the stronger?

      Which was the cream of the cream?

      Somebody thought it was time that they fought,

      But that seemed a little extreme.

      

      So they all agreed on a 'dig-in'

      On Wimbledon's Centre Court.

      They asked Sally Gunnell if she'd judge the tunnels,

      She couldn't but said, "Thanks for the thought".

      

      The two gangs arrived just on midnight

      With pickaxes, torches and spades,

      And over the net their eyes would have met

      If they hadn't been wearing their shades.

      

      An owl gave a hoot and they started,

      Gone was the time for just talk.

      To the shouts of the crowd they dug up a cloud

      Of dirt - and grass - and chalk.

      

      For an hour-and-a-half they battled,

      And when all the digging was done

      They worked out the score and it wasn't a draw:

      It was two badger setts to one.


      * * * *


      Riley The Fox


      Riley the fox was christened

      By someone who had trouble with R's

      And known as 'Wily' he soon was top

      Of the league of animal stars.

      

      But the other animals were jealous

      And sent a deputation

      Insisting that he change his name

      Or they'd ruin his reputation.

      

      Wily shrugged and said that if

      For him they should come gunning

      It really would be a waste of time

      For they couldn't match his cunning.

      

      So the animals had a meeting,

      Of the fox they must be rid.

      A plan of action was agreed

      And this is what they did.

      

      The pigs slipped out one evening,

      Kidnapped a chicken or three

      And hid them in their pigsty

      Where nobody could see.

      

      Later they took some feathers

      And some ketchup in a tin

      And crept up to the sleeping fox

      And spread them round his chin.

      

      Then the donkeys brought the farmer

      To see what they had done,

      The farmer cried, "My chickens!"

      And slowly raised his gun.

      

      The feathers round the fox's nose

      At that point made him sneeze.

      Now awake he saw the gun

      And shot into the trees.

      

      So all because of someone

      Whose R's would not sound right

      Wily's now a fugitive

      And dare not sleep at night.

      

      And that's why every fox today

      Is pictured chops a-licking.

      But no-one's ever realised

      That foxes don't like chicken.


      * * * *


      Que Sera Sera


      Why should it be

      That the sting of a bee

      Will kill that bee if employed?

      While the wasp, however,

      Can sting forever,

      And forever make people annoyed!


      * * * *


      Ozzy The Ostrich


      Ozzy Ostrich was told by his mother

      To protect his head from the sun

      But carrying a big yellow sunshade

      Was embarrassing and no fun.

      Hyenas were constantly laughing

      It was more than Ozzy could stand

      So he threw away the sunshade

      And stuck his head in the sand.


      * * * *


      Two Sticks For Poohsticks - Part 2


      When Fred suggested Poohsticks

      It had seemed a good idea

      But now Bill wasn't quite so sure

      As he watched him disappear.

      

      He couldn't see from where he was

      That Fred had reached dry ground

      So when the splashing finished

      He assumed that Fred had drowned

      

      And as the leaf on which he sat

      Floated round a bend

      His eyes were brimming over

      With tears for his lost friend.

      

      But his grief was soon invaded

      By a sound quite loud and near

      And looking over his shoulder

      Bill went cold with fear

      

      For ahead were bubbling rapids

      And it seemed as if they laughed

      Knowing that the little leaf

      Was no white water raft.

      

      Hanging on with all six hands

      Bill wore a ghastly grin

      As down between the pebbles

      The leaf began to spin.

      

      Up and down the water tossed him

      Till all around was calm

      And opening his eyes he found

      He'd made it without harm.

      

      The brook had now got wider

      And the water nice and clear

      And as he paddled to the shore

      He had a Bright Idea.

      

      He climbed up to the grassy path

      And found his way upstream

      His heart was pounding very fast

      And his eyes were all agleam

      

      For in his mind he saw his future

      Running a 'Water Ride'

      There was nothing else for insects to do

      So they'd flock from far and wide

      

      And for this new excitement

      His charge would be quite fair

      And just perhaps this time next year

      He would be a millionaire.

      

      And that is just what happened

      You can take it all as read

      But from that very moment on

      Bill never thought of Fred.


      * * * *


      Eating Out


      The caterpillar

      Is a greedy fella

      And eats all he can see.

      He doesn't know

      The more he grows

      The juicier he will be.

      

      The blackbird sings

      And preens her wings,

      Her watchful eye quite steady.

      For as he munches

      She knows lunch is

      Very nearly ready.


      * * * *


      High Days And Holidays


      Grasshoppers are very good jumpers,

      Leaping twenty times more than their length,

      Which is down to the press-ups and workouts

      That improve their upper leg strength.

      

      But they're not very strong on aggression

      And find it much safer to hide,

      So they tend to dress up in the colour

      Of the area in which they reside.

      

      Which is fine till they go on vacation,

      'Cos their cases are filled to the brim

      With clothes they may need on the journey

      And something to wear when they swim

      

      Though they never go under the water,

      Which may not be such a surprise,

      For they can't find the goggles to fit them -

      That's the trouble with having five eyes!

      

      And so many eyes cause confusion,

      Which really does give them the hump.

      That's why, when you meet a grasshopper,

      You'll always make him jump.


      * * * *


      An Otter In Love


      Henry Otter had a girlfriend, Henrietta,

      But his friends always laughed when they met her

      'Cos they both looked just the same

      And they also shared a name

      Identical except for the odd letter.

      

      Henrietta wasn't really that amused

      In fact her self-esteem was badly bruised

      And when Henry laughed as well

      She thought, 'Oh, go to hell!'

      So when marriage he proposed she just refused.

      

      Poor Henry lost the love of Henrietta

      And though he tried he just could not forget her

      Now if Henry had one wish

      It would be he were a fish

      Then he'd be sure that she would like him better.


      * * * *


      The Whale


      The whale does somersaults in the ocean

      Where he only weighs an ounce

      But put him on a trampoline

      And you'll never see him bounce


      * * * *


      The Watchers


      In neatly pressed grey morning suit,

      Immobile and erect,

      He stands alone at the water’s edge

      Ready to detect

      Any unsuspecting passerby.

      An insect or a fish

      Would give the ever-patient heron

      An appetising dish.

      

      In rather crumpled waterproofs,

      Immobile and quite cold,

      A man hides in the reeds to watch

      Events as they unfold.

      But this is not the heron’s day,

      There's not a fish in sight,

      And so he beats his mighty wings

      In slow and stately flight.

      

      Across the lake the heron flies

      Then turns and heads due south

      And as the man climbs to his feet

      His heart is in his mouth

      For the very bird he loves to watch,

      Of which he's grown quite fond,

      Has watched him come and go before

      And is heading for his pond.


      * * * *


      It's Bullfrog!


      In the late Nineties the UK tabloid press ran panic articles on how imported American Bullfrogs were threatening the environment by eating fish and other pond life. There were various forecasts of how large they would grow, how big their mouths were and how much they could eat. It all got a bit silly, hence this poem.


      I had a hungry tadpole, it was as lonely as could be.

      It used to play with all its friends till it ate all ninety-three.

      

      I watched it grow up all alone, I tried to be its friend.

      I tickled its tummy with a wooden stick and let it chew the end.

      

      And then one day, as I knew it would, it turned into a frog

      And just by way of saying 'Thanks', it promptly ate my dog.

      

      Well I was not impressed and made it plain that it really was unfair

      But all it did was sit and eye me with a very malevolent stare.

      

      "Okay, that's it!", I cried in rage, "That's the end of you!"

      And my wife came out to lend a hand and yes, it ate that too!

      

      What a shock! but to her credit, she didn't even jump.

      She just went after the little fiend, waving her brand new stump.

      

      Round and round the pond we chased it, till it stopped to belch

      And that was when my size ten boot came down with a sickly squelch!

      

      I had to cry - I'd lost a friend - I was impossible to console

      Until my wife, gazing at the pond, said, "I think I saw a tadpole".


      * * * *


      Tylopods


      The camel is a tylopod

      Which has nought to do with humps

      But really means it has no hooves,

      Just great big padded lumps.

      

      These pads are on the llama too

      Which are useful when it snows,

      While the camel's pleased it never gets

      Sand between its toes.


      * * * *


      Day Trippers


      Daisy and Donald, a duck and a drake,

      Visit us daily and sit by our lake.

      There's a mighty big splash every time they arrive

      'Cos the lake only measures ten feet by five.

      But they don't seem to worry, and have grown rather fond

      Of sitting and sunning themselves by our pond.

      

      The fish just ignore them and so does the cat

      Who's rather put out by birds big as that.

      The frogs started hiding within the first week

      After one of their number was poked by a beak.

      And whenever you look, whatever the weather,

      There on a lily-pad sits a white feather.

      

      Daisy amazed us one day with an egg

      Which lay by the pond behind her left leg.

      It must have surprised her, and Donald as well,

      'Cos it landed on concrete, cracking its shell.

      It was clearly a reject and not to be reared

      And then one night it just disappeared.

      

      You'd never have thought that ducks could be rude

      But they waddle about demanding their food.

      Donald will stare and Daisy will quack

      Until you catch on that it's time for a snack.

      And half a loaf later, which is more than you'd think,

      It's back to the pond for a dip and a drink.

      

      The end of the day is a frantic affair

      As they rush to and fro smelling the air.

      Picking up messages that make not a sound

      They bob their heads and they dance around

      Until Daisy flaps her wings and goes

      And Donald follows - to where? who knows?


      * * * *


      A French Whine


      Simon doesn't like the French,

      And says that they're ill-bred.

      He didn't want the Channel Tunnel

      And cried when it went ahead.

      

      He doesn't like the way they drive,

      It scares him half to death,

      And he doesn't like the way they talk

      With garlic on their breath.

      

      He says "they're all barbarians,

      Their diet is beyond the pale"

      But I think he's slightly prejudiced

      Because Simon is a snail.


      * * * *


      A Near Squeak


      The baby sparrow was a bundle

      Of trembling wings and open beak

      That bounced along the garden path

      Giving out a hungry squeak.

      

      Mother sparrow flew to and fro,

      Worms and insects for to seek,

      Trying hard to satisfy that

      Very loud insistent squeak.

      

      The cat was waiting in the flowerbed

      And through the leaves it took a peek

      As the feathered bundle bounced along

      With a "come and get me" sort of squeak.

      

      The baby sparrow had no idea

      He was close to death, cheek to cheek,

      And so I stepped onto the path

      And off he flew with a startled squeak.

      

      The cat just gave me a sullen stare

      Then turned away, too miffed to speak,

      But knowing that his time would come

      For I can't be there for every squeak.


      * * * *


      Sleepy Days


      The bat is really a lazy creature

      Of that there's little doubt

      For he seems to spend all his day

      Simply hanging about

      

      And sometimes he has a little think

      While others around him snore

      For he has a very special view on life

      As he stares up at the floor

      

      But then in the hours of darkness

      He's chasing moths instead:

      That's what happens when you get

      A sudden rush of blood to the head.


      * * * *


      The Common Ant


      The common ant is industrious

      He's known to be a 'worker'

      While his distant cousin, the indol ant

      Is nothing but a shirker


      * * * *


      A Brush With A Fox


      There are no rhymes in this one


      Mid-afternoon by the summerhouse

      we came face to face

      and his eyes were full of the same surprise

      that was holding me frozen in mid-movement

      as if I were playing "Statues".

      

      There was no fear in those bright eyes

      - just surprise and curiosity -

      for this was his territory as well as mine,

      only our timeshare schedules had clashed.

      

      For a moment he stood looking at me,

      perhaps wondering how long

      I could stay balanced on one leg,

      then he disappeared into the bushes:

      I'd been given the brush off.


      * * * *

      

    

    

    
      Christmas & Such


      


      I Hate Christmas


      I'll get presents that believe me I don't want or I don't need,

      I'll see people that I do not want to see.

      I will eat too much and drink too much and feel a little sick

      And I guess I'll have to buy a Christmas tree.

      

      All the money that I spend will be haunting me for months,

      Yes, and so will all those inches on my waist,

      While the wrappings and the ribbons will fill the rubbish bin

      And I always think that turkey's got no taste.

      

      Then after it's all over I will have about a year

      To forget how much I hated you-know-when,

      But there is another problem that will rear its ugly head

      'Cos I have to have a birthday before then.


      * * * *


      Christmas Comes In Boxes


      The boxes in the attic have been opened once again

      And the contents really aren't a pretty sight -

      A tired old artificial tree and miles of tangled wire

      With bulbs that just don't seem to want to light.

      

      A box is shaken on the street to ask us all to give

      A little for the needy in Peru.

      But in the winter's cold our hands stay buried in our pockets

      So the needy in Peru must just make do.

      

      Expensive toys in boxes are stacked high upon the shelves,

      And wrapping paper waits to play its role

      In making pretty presents that most surely must have come

      From Santa's little helpers at the Pole.

      

      Families in their theatre boxes watching pantomime,

      They're hissing, booing, shouting with great glee,

      And passing round a box of chocs to keep the children sweet,

      I wonder if they'll want to eat their tea.

      

      Christmas boxes for the milkman and the paperboy

      Who'll still deliver when the snow is deep.

      But of them all, the most important box on Christmas Day

      Is the one we watch before we fall asleep.


      * * * *


      Last Year's Christmas Card


      I'm looking at a last-year's card

      For the postman hasn't been,

      But it is a very pretty card

      With this lovely old Christmas scene.

      

      Bundled up against the cold,

      Casting winter shadows long,

      Down a lane a family walks

      Towards a Christmas long since gone.

      

      Fields lie warm beneath the snow,

      Trees stand tall against the sky,

      A robin sits upon a fence

      Watching the people struggle by.

      

      Outside my window it's like that card;

      The snowy scene is just the same,

      But here inside I'm hopping mad

      'Cos the gritter never came.


      * * * *


      The Tramp


      In through the gate came a figure well muffled,

      But cold were the feet of the tramp

      As up the path to the house he shuffled

      Through snow brightly lit by his lamp.

      Frost-covered bushes and trees watched him pass,

      The snow hid the doorstep from sight

      And just like pendants of sculptured glass

      Icicles shone in the light.

      Quite how he entered is not to be told,

      But he did so not making a sound.

      And soon his bones were not quite so cold

      As he sipped at the whisky he found.

      Upstairs the family was asleep and in dream,

      Downstairs the tramp had to smile

      For he'd just found a plate of mince pie and cream,

      A taste he'd not known for a while.

      Wiping his mouth with the back of his hand

      He sighed and then dozed in a chair.

      Lost in a warm and magical land

      He did not hear the creak of the stair.

      For it's Christmas Morning and the children can't wait,

      Bursting through the door they see -

      An empty glass and an empty plate

      And presents under the tree

      But of the tramp there is not a trace

      Just crumbs on the arm of a chair.

      "He's been! He's been!" says the joy on each face

      But perhaps he was never there.


      * * * *


      The Valentine Card


      It came through the door with a loud ‘kerplunk’

      And now lies on the floor with the usual junk.

      I can see what it is, no prizes there,

      For hearts and kisses are drawn everywhere.

      A valentine card - who could it be

      Sending a message of love to me?

      Could it be Sarah? Belinda? or Jane?

      Or the girl who smiled last week on the train?

      What about Lisa? Donna? or Tess?

      It’s no good I’ll have to read it and guess.

      I kneel down and gather it up from the mat

      To find that it’s actually addressed to my cat.


      * * * *


      Easter Bunny


      The Easter Bunny, a chocolate bunny,

      Sat quietly by himself

      And wondered why he was all alone

      Up there upon the shelf.

      

      Poor Easter Bunny, a lonely bunny,

      Just imagine how he felt,

      Not knowing that he wasn't wanted

      'Cos he'd just begun to melt.


      * * * *


      It's Mother's Day


      It's Mother's Day - so what?

      I'll send a card and a cheap bouquet

      And I'll make a very quick phone call

      To check that she's okay.

      Of course I'm hypocritical

      Now the actual day is here,

      But I'm sure she won't remember

      I've ignored her all the year.

      I didn't ask to be her son

      She just took it upon herself

      So perhaps I'll forget the card and flowers

      And leave them on the shelf.

      But I suppose I'd better see her

      Rather than send a letter

      And anyway I've just hurt myself

      And need her to kiss it better.


      * * * *

      

    

    

    
      Serious Stuff


      


      The Dancer Of El Portet


      El Portet is close to Moraira, south of Jávea on the Costa Blanca, Spain


      Today she wears her turquoise dress,

      Her diamonds sparkle as she sways

      So sensually in the tidal dance

      Of carefree golden summer days.

      

      Her rhythmic movements mesmerise:

      Her breath so soft upon your face,

      Her gentle voice inviting you

      To slip into her warm embrace.

      

      Yet don't be fooled by virgin charms

      For she has known so many men:

      Men who gave their very souls

      Just to dance with her again.

      

      No, you've not seen her darker side:

      Her lashing out with spume and spray,

      Her rage destroying hearts and lives

      Of all those standing in her way.

      

      But here and now she'll dance for you

      Between the rocks and on the sand:

      Pressing forward then skipping back,

      Daring you to take her hand

      

      But moods can change at any time

      And it's so easy to forget

      Just how dangerous it is to flirt

      With the dancer of El Portet.


      * * * *


      The Eyes Of War


      A woman with sad eyes looks out from the screen

      But the camera can't show the horror she's seen:

      The death of her husband, the anguish, the fear,

      The praying for life with death so near.

      

      The rape of her daughter by four brutal men

      She was forced to watch, again and again

      Until, still laughing, they withdrew from the bed

      And put a bullet in the young girl's head.

      

      In the turmoil of war all values are lost

      And it's left to the innocent to count the cost.

      It's called liberation, breaking the mould,

      But the sins of the new are as vile as the old.

      

      Now banners are waved and the fighting is done

      And we'll soon forget how the war was won.

      The future is bright, the slate is clean,

      And a woman with sad eyes looks out from the screen.


      * * * *


      Last Rights


      Let me sit for a while and drink in the air

      So fresh here upon the hill.

      Let me stare at the sky and count all the clouds

      Until I have drunk my fill.

      Let me climb to the top and feel I am king

      Of everything I survey.

      Let me do all these things before it's too late

      And time has slipped away.

      

      Let me stand on a cliff and watch as the waves

      Crash down on the rocks below.

      Let me answer the gulls that circle above

      Crying a sad hello.

      Let me walk on the shore, leave prints in the sand,

      And watch as they're washed away.

      Let me do all these things before it's too late

      And I have no more say.

      

      Let me walk through the trees and kick up the leaves

      That cover the woodland floor.

      Let me sit by a lake that mirrors the sky

      And pray I have time for more.

      Let me reach out and touch the hand of my love

      Who has never once turned me away.

      Let me do all these things before it's too late

      And darkness hides the day.


      * * * *


      The Picture


      I can step inside the picture

      That hangs upon my wall

      And walk the road that winds beneath the hill.

      I can climb the grassy slopes,

      And walk among the trees

      And watch the river race towards the mill.

      

      It's a world of days gone by,

      Of innocence and peace,

      Where nightingales and blackbirds sing their song.

      No traffic on the road,

      No tractor in the field, just

      A gentle breeze to help the clouds along.

      

      I'm taking down that picture

      To draw a little figure

      And on the back I'll carefully write my name,

      Then when I'm next inside it

      That figure will be me

      And I'll never have to come back out again.


      * * * *


      Man With A Smile


      There's a smile on the face of a man in the crowd

      As he leaves an alleyway

      And a moan from a girl, not very loud,

      As her young life ebbs away.

      

      There's a gasp and a cry as others now find

      The blood that covers the ground,

      And a moment of panic that freezes the mind

      When violent death is found.

      

      How did it happen? Did she put up a fight?

      Is the killer still here at the scene?

      The police cars arrive with sirens and lights

      But there aren't any clues to be seen.

      

      The man with a smile is now riding a train

      And looks quite relaxed in his seat,

      But he fingers the knife in his pocket again

      And knows that the day's not complete.

      

      The excitement has gone and he's starting to yearn

      For the next thrill to take its place:

      Then a girl on the train smiles in return

      At the man with a smile on his face.


      * * * *


      A Year In The Death Of..


      -Month One-
Her sparkling eyes have gone, dulled by all the tears

      She hurredly wipes away before he nears.

      His once warm eyes are cold, for he can only see

      The car he's driving crash into the tree.

      

      -Month Three-

      The house has been so quiet since their daughter died,

      Echoing the silence they feel inside;

      For both are sadly sure that he's the one to blame

      But recriminations only fuel the shame.

      

      -Month Six-

      They'd hoped things would improve with every passing day,

      But the sense of total waste won't go away

      And the child that kept them close now pushes them apart

      And there's an icy corner in each heart.

      

      -Month Twelve-

      They seldom touch or speak now, frightened to reveal

      Just how little they have come to feel.

      But there is some common ground, though the gulf between them's vast,

      For each has known two loves that didn't last.

      * * * *


      The Vase


      It wasn't an expensive vase

      Really not worth much

      But it held inside it memories

      Which returned with every touch

      

      But now it lies in fragments

      Strewn across the floor

      Spilling out the memories

      That it can hold no more

      

      Yet if I could repair it

      There wouldn't be much point

      I'd never really see the vase

      Just the glue in every joint

      

      So I'll sweep away the fragments

      Strewn across the floor

      A piece for every memory

      That I can touch no more.


      * * * *


      Now That I'm Gone


      No more can I leave footprints

      In the snow or in the sand

      And you can only touch me

      With your heart and not your hand.

      I don't ask that you should grieve for me

      Or demand that you wear black,

      You have your life in front of you,

      Don't let me hold you back.

      So remember if you wish to,

      Don't be forced to play a role

      But be yourself, the one I loved

      Before life took its toll.

      I don't know if you will hear me

      But I'll try to raise my voice:

      I didn't want to leave you,

      There really was no choice.


      * * * *

      

    

    

    
      Limericks


      
        "The limerick packs laughs anatomical,

        Into space that is quite economical;

        But the good ones I've seen

        So seldom are clean,

        And the clean ones are so seldom comical."

        ( Vyvyan Holland )

      


      and now mine, some clean, some not


      The limerick is only a verse

      That is written by someone who's terse

      And who writes at great speed

      Just as much as you need

      To think that it could have been worse

      

      A crossword compiler from Crewe

      Had never had sex it was true

      So she tried a young man

      In the back of a van

      But sadly he hadn't a clue

      

      I brought home a brand new tv

      And switched on but nought could I see

      Now here comes the rub

      When bought in a pub

      You don't get a year's guarantee

      

      "May I ask if you'd like the next dance?"

      Said the man with the very strange stance

      But the girl shook her head

      And then quite sweetly said,

      "With those two wooden legs not a chance!"

      

      There's an old man from west Galashiels

      Who's a victim of silly ideals

      For he used to mend shoes

      Till he heard on the news

      Of the shortage of fresh sole and eels

      

      Here we are for your final farewell

      For your journey to Heaven or Hell

      But we won't keep you long

      Just a prayer and a song

      'Cos we think you're beginning to smell

      

      There was an old drunk from Kilblane

      Who wandered for miles in the rain

      His hat it did shrink

      Which then made him think

      His head was too small for his brain

      

      They say sex when you're old is still fun

      Just as long as you walk and don't run

      But it comes as a shock

      When you're still in one sock

      And things have already begun

      

      An old stripper from east of Dijon

      Just refused to believe youth had gone

      When her clothes hit the floor

      So did every man's jaw

      But they cheered when she put them back on

      

      He stared at the waxwork and thought

      The likeness was perfectly caught

      Which was certainly proved

      When it suddenly moved

      And asked for the ticket he'd bought

      

      A young gardener from Bennington Rise

      Had great trouble adjusting his flies

      All the judges concurred

      That his marrows came third

      While the gardener himself won the prize

      

      Is obesity really our fate?

      We should act now before it's too late

      Not far down the road

      We could even explode

      And it's really not worth all the weight

      

      Now you've got to the end of my book

      But I hope you'll have more than one look

      And if you found mirth

      It was certainly worth

      All the toil and the sweat that it took!


      * * * *
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