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I would like to dedicate this book to my lovely wife Sue. She has brought joy to the nonsense of my life for over 40 years. She drives me around and endures, without much complaint, as I spout poetry at various events and all it costs me is to provide her with an endless supply of frocks! 

A couple of the poems and the song ‘Life’s Highway’ were written for my sons Jonathon and Adam, when they had reached that stage in their lives when they were about to ‘fly the nest’. 
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My shelves are now straining under the weight of almost three thousand poems that I’ve written over the past twenty years or so. Although to be fair most of them should have been consigned to the bin, but I thought I would try and find some I could inflict on the world with another book.

I decided to try and stick loosely to some kind of theme so what could be better than the craziness we experience from that first slap on the backside up to our final breath – that thing we call ‘Life’? As usual, most of the poems are fairly saft but I have snuck in a few more serious pieces, with a couple referring to my sight loss issues. Also, I have taken the liberty of adding four songs at the end, with links to a recording of them on SoundCloud in case 
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Monkeys With Shoes

It is claimed that we are the smart ones, 

The ones stood outside the bars in zoos,

But at the end of the day all we have proved 

Is we’re just monkeys who like to wear shoes.

We top the evolutionary ladder, 

A position we often abuse,

We wield our superior intellect,

But we’re just monkeys who like to wear shoes.

It seems we think the world is our plaything, 

That is there for us to use and misuse,

We may think we are clever and wise,

But we’re just monkeys who like to wear shoes.

When it comes to the final reckoning, 

And it is time to pay all our dues,

We can’t just say, “It isn’t our fault,

‘Cus we’re just monkeys who like to wear shoes”.

So if you’ve something precious needs keeping, 

Like a planet, take care who you choose,

I think that we’ve found out the hard way 

Don’t trust monkeys who like to wear shoes!
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I’m A Disappointment

I have always been a disappointment, 

To that fact I have been resigned, 

From the moment mother first saw me

And the midwife said, “Oh, never mind!”

I know my dad was disappointed, 

I was never what he had expected, 

He said that if I’d been a tuna,

I would be one that ‘John West’ rejected.

At school I was so disappointing,

To me, there was nowt they could teach, 

They said I should just be content with

The low standards, no doubt, I would reach.

It took a while but the wife’s sussed me, 

And her assessment is really quite stark, 

She’s concluded that I am a feller,

Who will always fall short of the mark.

If I was a planet, I’d be Pluto,

If a film, Star Wars One, Two and Three, 

A comedian, I’d be a Chuckle Brother, 

If I was a poet, then I’d be me.

If there was a ‘king of disappointment’,

I am sure they would hand me the crown, 

‘Cus there’s one thing you can rely on,

That ultimately I’ll let you down.

All my life, I have tried and I’ve failed, 

No, nothing has ever quite worked, 

Behind everything I have attempted, 

In the end, disappointment has lurked.

I’ve never lived up to expectations, 

There’s always been a fly in my ointment, 

People meet me, and may be full of hope, 

But are always met with disappointment.

Mary

There is a woman I know called Mary

Who, when seen with no clothes does look scary, 

Though you can’t see her ‘stuff’

When she stands in the buff, 

Because Mary is really quite hairy.

Life’s A Bitch

Why do you always get an itch in a place you cannot reach?

Why do the heavens open just as you settle on a beach?

Why does the fabric conditioner get mixed up with the bleach?

‘Cus life’s a bitch, and then you die.

You’re always first in line when there’s a bout of flu to catch.

Why do the last two socks left in the washer never match? 

When the camera flash goes off, it reflects off your bald patch,

‘Cus life’s a bitch, and then you die.

Whenever you drop a piece of toast, it lands on the butter,

The last seat on a crowded bus is always by the nutter,

A dropped key will always find the only drain in the gutter, 

‘Cus life’s a bitch, then you die.

A zit will always appear, as you prepare for a first date,

After you’ve bought her drinks all night, she says she prefers your mate,

It’s only at the ‘check-in’ desk, you find your bags are overweight, ‘Cus life’s a bitch, then you die.

The winning Lottery numbers, are the ones you had last week,

The only thing knocked off the shelf was that valuable antique,

And when furthest from the shore, is when your dingy springs a leak,

‘Cus life’s a bitch, then you die.

She says she feels ‘frisky’, when you’re so drunk you fall asleep, 

You get cramp in the swimming pool, in the end that’s twelve foot deep, 

When the brakes fail on your car,

you’re on a hill that’s long and steep, 

‘Cus life’s a bitch, then you die.

An Ode To Chip And Pin

Oh, the mighty chip and pin, 

Now where do I begin

To praise that little magical plastic widget. 

When standing at a checkout

You can get your plastic out

And just smile, as you tap in each special digit.

‘Cus you barely have to stop 

At the till, in a shop,

No need to join a queue that seems to have no end,

In and out you can dash,

No messing about with cash,

You don’t even have to bother how much you spend.

Now you may think it is rash,

But why don’t we just dump cash,

‘Cus it’s the reason we’re in the mess that we are in. 

Don’t worry as prices rocket,

And there’s no cash in your pocket,

‘Cus you are never really broke with chip and pin.

Why Does It Always Happen To Me?

I am such an unlucky person, 

If fate has a cruel trick to play, 

You can bet it will pick on me,

Things never seem to go my way.

The disasters are never ending, 

The gods are not on my side.

Like, when the pub went up in flames, 

My new jacket was inside.

When next-door’s house set on fire 

And black, sooty smoke filled the sky,

How much bad luck can a chap have? 

I’d just hung my sheets out to dry.

The bloke painting my house




















[image: ]



[image: ]














































[image: ]






















































































[image: ]











[image: ]




















































































































































































[image: ]



















































[image: ]




























































[image: ]










[image: ]










[image: ]










[image: ]











[image: ]








































[image: ]




























































[image: ]






























































































































[image: ]











[image: ]




























































































































































[image: ]

































































[image: ]






















































































[image: ]






























































































































[image: ]
















































































[image: ]









































































































































[image: ]












[image: ]






























































[image: ]










































































































































































































[image: ]






[image: ]






























[image: ]















[image: ]





[image: ]


































[image: ]













































[image: ]







d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
DEATE
THENONSENSE






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





