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      To all of those for whom life has a nasty habit of
suddenly turning round and biting them in the leg.
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      Introduction

      
      Accidents are nearly always idiotic, and sometimes positively bizarre. Normally unavoidable, they catch even the wariest of
         us at the most unlikely moments. However sensibly, or intelligently, or carefully we pick our way through the hither and yon
         of daily life, something is often waiting to bring us up in our tracks – be it the lamp-post one walks into while looking
         the other way, the garden rake that lies upright, waiting for the misplaced boot, or the panic attack that induces the normally
         level-headed men to curtsey to the Duke of Edinburgh.
      

      
      P. G. Wodehouse put it down to pure fate, which, ‘if it slips us a bit of goose with one hand, is pretty sure to give us the
         sleeve across the windpipe with the other.’
      

      
      The English middle classes are, on the whole, treated to more good luck than most. Indeed, they often feel it to be their
         entitlement; so that when something unexpected happens to shake them out of their routine of complacency, it comes as a much
         greater shock than it might to those for whom life is altogether more grim and earnest.
      

      
      I have still to recover from the moment in March 2010 when, having eased myself out of a chair lift in a Swiss ski resort
         – something I had been doing man and boy without any problems for over sixty years – I stumbled, fell sideways into a pile of snow and broke my hip.
      

      
      Undergoing the operation (while awake, I might say), spending weeks with crutches, a walking stick and physiotherapy wasn’t
         half as much fun as telling people about it. The more I told the story, the more I embellished it, until it began to take
         on the semblance – not to say the length – of a stand-up routine at the Hammersmith Apollo.
      

      
      People enjoy hearing about other people’s accidents – the more exotic and idiotic the better. Those who have had a similar
         experience are relieved to know they are not alone; those who have not are happy in their mistaken assumption that nothing
         as silly as that can happen to them.
      

      
      I myself experienced this blissful sense of schadenfreude when describing my hip adventures to my editor, Richard Beswick, and he, having listened sympathetically, announced that
         he had recently dropped a Le Creuset casserole on his toe.
      

      
      I didn’t mean to laugh. In fact, my first reaction was to wince. However, the name Le Creuset added unexpected humour to the
         story – quite undeserved on Richard’s part, since his toe was beginning to turn black and he would probably lose the nail,
         if not the entire toe.
      

      
      On the other hand, the inclusion of the brand name immediately summed up the world in which cast-iron casseroles and other
         expensive kitchenware are part of the everyday landscape, and their owners should know better than to drop them on their toes.
         It was a classic bourgeois mishap, or middle-class disaster.
      

      
      So too, I hope, are the cock-ups, catastrophes, calamities and cataclysms described in the collection of comic, if at times wince-making, verses contained in this slim volume.
      

      
      Some really happened to people I know, others to people who know the people they happened to, and some are just plain made
         up.
      

      
      And, since you ask, my hip is better than it was, but still a bit stiff after I’ve been sitting. Like now, for example.

      
      Christopher Matthew
London, November 2013

      
      
      



      
      
      Trolleyed

      
      Grizelda was a happy soul,

      
      As kind as she was jolly,

      
      Until the day she lost control,

      
      Pushing a Waitrose trolley.

      
      She shot between the fruit and veg,

      
      Like someone on the Cresta

      
      Aboard a disobedient sledge.

      
      This all took place in Leicester.
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      Competitive Dad

      
      A prat-in-chief was Charlie Plank –

      
      A fellow born to brag and swank.

      
      But worse still was his urge to win

      
      Against his junior kith and kin.

      
      Whatever any child could do,

      
      He’d prove that he could do it, too –

      
      And not just do it, do it better

      
      In Lycra shorts or chunky sweater.
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      By his account, he was a man

      
      Who’d been a true Olympian.

      
      In his time he had faced the best

      
      (Including Seb Coe in a vest).

      
      He’d fenced at Cambridge, boxed there too,

      
      And would have got a rowing blue,

      
      But caught a crab just near Barnes Bridge

      
      When bitten by a giant midge,

      
      And lost his place to dear old Hugh

      
      (That friend of Stephen You Know Who),

      
      A story he was very fond

      
      Of telling at the boating pond,

      
      Where not one child could win a race

      
      With Daddy rowing at full pace.

      
      He’d make his youngest look a fool

      
      In swimming galas at the pool

      
      By seemingly to be all heart

      
      And giving him a ten-yard start,

      
      Then underlining adult strength

      
      By thrashing him by half a length.

      
      
      He really was a frightful pill;

      
      He’d beat all three by thirty nil

      
      In soccer contests in the park

      
      That dragged on well into the dark.

      
      His batting skills were in no doubt;

      
      He once made two-two-eight not out.

      
      There was one sport where they excelled:

      
      Their skiing was unparalleled –

      
      The simple reason being they

      
      Had started young in old Saas-Fee;

      
      And being so close to the snow

      
      They’d ski as fast as they could go.

      
      Not having very far to fall,

      
      They hadn’t any fear at all.

      
      Now Charles was nearly thirty-eight

      
      When he had learnt to ski (and skate) –

      
      The same time as his cool young brood,

      
      Though in a slightly grumpy mood

      
      When relegated to a group

      
      Of older types – a cautious troupe

      
      Who took their time with gentle turns

      
      And lots of cream on lots of burns.

      
      
      Still, Charlie saw no reason why

      
      He should not keep up with his fry;

      
      So, after lunch (and full of wine)

      
      He’d set off with the little swine.

      
      The faster that they went, he’d go

      
      Careering wildly through the snow,

      
      Determined to be at the front,

      
      Despite the odd disastrous shunt

      
      That left him sprawling on his face –

      
      A faller in snow’s steeplechase.

      
      One day while heading off to lunch,

      
      They happened on a cheerful bunch

      
      Of local children doing jumps

      
      On fairly simple, rough-hewn bumps,

      
      And, dauntless in the frosty air,

      
      Were showing off their freestyle flair

      
      With flips and twists and spins and kicks,

      
      Plus several ad hoc hotdog tricks.

      
      The boys could only stand and stare;

      
      They knew that they could never dare

      
      To beat the locals at their game,

      
      And Dad, of course, was far too lame …

      
      ‘Wow! That looks fun!’ they hear him cry.

      
      ‘Come on, chaps, let’s all have a try!’

      
      They hang their heads and look away;
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