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 Tunnel
Vision

 


Three fools in
caps stood back to back,

In case a
dragon should attack.

The first, who
was scared half to death,

Swore that he'd
felt the dragon's breath.

The second said
that he was sure,

That he could
hear the dragon's roar.

They stood
there, quaking, pressed together,

Then the
tallest one asked whether,

Either of the
other loons,

Could smell the
dragon's fiery fumes.

They all agreed
they could smell smoke,

And now the
three dimwitted blokes,

Could feel a
trembling in the ground,

Was this the
dragon coming round?

 


Alas for these
soft headed men,

This cave was
not a dragon's den,

For they were
stood on private land,

A place where
only mugs would stand,

The three
buffoons, stood back to back,

Halfway across
a railway track.

That roaring
noise was not a dragon,

But the sound
of twenty wagons,

Following a
coal powered train.

 


They won't be
doing that again.

 


(January
2012)
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 Sailing Boats Are Mostly
Yachts

 


Sailing boats
are mostly yachts,

Apart from
dinghies, which are not.

 


(Or cutters,
junks and brigantines,

Galleys,
ketches and tri-remes).

 


Except for
those, though, (and feluccas,

Not to mention
skiffs and luggers),

Except for
those, it’s clear to all

That most are
yachts,

(apart from
yawls)

 


OK. Apart from
those quite small corrections,

And allowing
some exceptions,

(Like galleons,
pinnace and dhows)

Look!

This is just a
rule of thumb now.

 


Apart from
those that we’ve remarked,

(And catamarans
and caiques and barques)

Alright, apart
from those

(and clippers
too),

I think it will
be clear to you,

 


That sailing
boats are mostly yachts.

(Yes, I know
cat-boats are not

And nor are
outrigger canoes

Nor
windjammers, nor smacks, nor scows)

 


Agreed, I
should have thought of schooners,

Wherries,
smacks and cobles, sooner.

But I think
you’re just picking nits.

I know I’ve
simplified a bit,

 


Well, how about
a different rule?

 


Most sailing
boats aren’t yachts at all.

 


(July 2001)
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 Corn
Circles

 


You’d think, of
course, a

Flying
saucer

Would touch
down

On solid
ground.

Like on a
runway, or a road,

In order that
it could unload

It’s trans
galactic crew.

 


It would seem
somewhat abstruse

That any alien
would choose

To stop

Amongst some
farmer’s crop,

And always at
the dead of night

Just in order
that it might

Draw circles,
lines and spokes

As part of some
gigantic, pan galactic joke.

 


But there it is
…

 


It seems the
point of inter stellar travel

Isn’t to
unravel

All the
mysteries of the universe,

Or bring trade
or understanding.

It’s sufficient
just to make a landing

In the middle
of the night, unseen,

And flatten
half a field of corn,

(provided that
you leave by dawn).

 


Ten billion
years of evolution,

Technological
solution

And the only
purpose of all this

Is to taunt the
locals, take the piss

Out of the
lesser races

And not even
hang around to see their puzzled faces.

 


Seems a bit
unlikely, don’t you think?

 


Oh, there is,
of course, the odd sex tourist

Who is curious
to

See if any of
it’s dangly bits

Might make an
interesting fit

With some
abducted native.

But these seem
to have got fewer in recent times

With the advent
of the sex chat lines

And the
increased availability of massage parlours.

 


So, really,
there is not much chance

That aliens
would come to dance

On Wiltshire
wheat,

No matter how
many arms or legs or feet

They might
possess.

To hyperjump
through interstellar space

Just to jape
the human race,

To touch down
just for this, through cloudy skies

Would be about
as pointless as pulling wings off flies,

Not to mention
the adverse impact on their carbon footprint.

 


No. I think
that we can safely say

No Martians
came to earth today

To roll in
hay

Or make
geometric patterns on the plains.

And it would be
an odds on bet

That shiny
thing above your head really is an Easyjet.

 


However many
hectares that some moron might deface

The evidence is
clear for all to see.

There are no
visitors from outer space

(except, of
course, E.T.).

 


(March
2007)
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 Strictly Come Dancing

 


Strictly come
dancing,

Took leaping
and prancing,

And spinning
and grinning,

And rocking and
rolling,

And heeling and
toeing,

And coming and
going,

And whirling
and twirling,

And rising and
falling,

And ballroom
and latin,

And sequins and
satin,

And sniping and
griping,

And lifting and
grafting,

And quickstep
and foxtrot,

And samba and
rumba,

And cute little
numbers,

And waltzing
and schmaltzing,

And carping and
knocking,

And glamorous
frocking,

And praising
and noting,

And telephone
voting,

And lightly
tanned torsos,

(The boys even
more so),

And smiling
when winning,

And eyes that
are brimming,

… When all of a sudden it’s over and out.

 


No more
hopping, no bopping,

No disco, no
boogie,

No new fangled
tangos,

No spangles,
nor rubies,

No backless, no
strapless,

No slashed to
the thigh,

No further
suggestions,

That judges
bear grudges,

And can’t tell
a star,

From a poke in
the eye.

No more
glitter, no glitz,

No more shaking
your bits,

No more wagging
your tuche,

No more
flashing your tinsel,

Topped coiffe
at the studio audience,

Hoping to win a
few more,

Of the popular
votes,

As the referees
score,

Puts you last
in the list.

 


Then it’s over
and done,

And somebody’s
won,

And some B list
celebrity,

Takes this
year’s crown.

While the
losers explain,

Why they’d do
it again,

Since they all
learned so much.

 


The
professional dancers,

Go back to
their classes,

Back to their
husbands,

Lovers and
wives.

Apart from the
one,

In the rose
tinted glasses,

Who had the
affair,

With his B list
dance partner,

And finds that
it certainly

Has changed his
life.

Though not in
the way

That he’d
thought that it might.

To his
surprise,

He finds out
that his wife,

Isn’t quite as
forgiving,

As he had
expected.

And finds
himself shopping,

For dinners for
one.

Who’d ever have
guessed

That dance was
such fun.

 


Saturday at six
pm,

Will never be
the same again.

 


(November
2007)
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