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BARBEQUE.

'It’s a fine day.’

‘Let’s have a barbeque?’

‘I’ll get it organised’.’

I’ll get some food’.

Mum’s face falls

Remembering last summer’s fiasco.

‘Are you sure Dear? ‘

The dreaded word ‘Dear’.

Dad goes to the shed.

Wheels forth the rusty, dusty barbeque

Complete with blackened griddle covered in last year’s rancid fat.

To the shops

Back with half a ton of cheap meat products

Specially designed to harden the arteries

The sun shines.

Mum’s prayer for rain unanswered.

The barbeque is trundled to the centre of the lawn.

The worms burrow deeper. 

The neighbours go indoors and shut the windows

The dog looks on hopefully.

The cremation fire is lit.

A heap of cheap charcoal.

Three firelighters, one pint of paraffin.

Just to make sure it burns.

To be sure of ignition the blow lamp is found.

Still sooty from last year.

The match is lit,

The blow lamp ignites with a roar.

Instant towering inferno.

No eyebrows for Dad.

An offering to the fire gods.

Half an hour later

Dad can get to within three feet of the fiery dragon.

‘Get me the sausages please’.

The butcher’s cheapest are brought forth.

Percy porker’s innards are offered for sacrifice.

Thirty seconds they later are converted into charcoal.

Cheap buns, lots of cheap red sauce

Cannot hide the taste of paraffin.

As Dad looks away the dog is fed 

Now for the steak

No tougher than a boot sole

The rain god takes pity and the heavens open.

The funeral pyre is extinguished.

Mum thanks the rain god.

In the kitchen bacon butties are cooked and eaten.

‘We must do this again’ says Dad

He doesn’t know that the scrap metal man is already on his way

Dad goes down the pub,

The barbeque goes on a one-way trip to the scrap yard.

Dad won’t find out until next year.

Many stomachs praise the Lord.

Little Haywood, 25th March 2025

LARRY AND THE NIGHT OUT

On the street stood a drunk called Larry

On the street stood his friend Flash Harry

And nearby staggered their mate Gary

Waiting for the boozers opening

Listening for the door bolts pulling

And the people of the township

Welcomed them with jeers and laughing

Ate fish and chips, loudly shouted

Look! Those drunken, oafish, topers

They have drunk the strongest liquors,

Swigged the mighty fiery water

Dimmed the wits of their brain boxes

Which will lay them in the gutter

Making them to cough and splutter.

In the morning best forgotten

Woe to the thick head feeling rotten

Clothes all crumpled, tee-shirt sodden

Hair adorned with fag ash dusty

Wallet empty, eyelids crusty

All the trophies of the evening

Headache, stomach cramps and sickness

Comes heartfelt cry without thinking

‘Never again will I go out drinking’

Little Haywood May 1st 2020

MAGAZINE RACKS

I creep into every living room

I slink into the library

I hide behind the armchair

I lurk behind the sofa

I crack shins under the coffee table

In the night I walk and stalk

Humans think they control us

How wrong they are

We breed in the dark and multiply

Our eggs are hidden as old receipts

Nestling in wastepaper baskets

Our larval stage is the coat hanger

Tangled in cupboards

Pupating we hide as old slippers

In our adult form

We sneak about collecting magazines

We seek out the junk mail

You will never see us move

We move by teleportation

Soon every house will be taken over

Alien visitors from far away

Or time travellers

Will find a world choked in paper

But neatly filed 

We will conquer their spaceships

We are the future 

The universe is ours

HAHAHAHAHA HAAA

Little Haywood, August 8th 2024

ODE TO THE QUAKER CHEF

If you have a Quaker chef,

It’s better than a laxative.

For breakfast: baked beans, wholemeal toast and muesli too.

If you think that was bad then wait just wait for lunch.

It is the most dangerous of the bunch,

Just you wait and see:

Cabbage, cauliflower and the dreaded broccolee,

In addition to that lot, are onions, peas and shallot.

Just wait for tea and what do you see?

Green lentil stew and broccolee.

Just to go to bed!

(If you dare). The backfires blow the bedclothes in the air!

Morning comes, I draw a veil because in the toilet there is great travail.

Swarthmoor October 2014

THE SONG OF SUPERMARKET SHOPPER

In the store of Supermarket Stafford,

By the car park underwater.

Stood shopper looking discommoded.

Brown water his car had drown-ded.

At rain clouds of deepest blackness,

Wildly at the skies he shouted

Rude words that are best unspoken.

Yes, indeed his car was broken.

Full of water cushions floating,

Bonnet lifted engine flooded.

Comes A.A. man tow rope fitted

Wet car pulled out, shopper grateful.

Careless shoppers learn this lesson

When in Supermarket store of Stafford

Leave not your car unattended

Or it may become deep drownd-ded

Little Haywood 6th June 2016

THE FAR SIDE OF THE MOON

On the far side of the moon.

The stripey Piejams fly,

They do loop-the-loops and whizz through hoops.

At night they nest in loaves of bread 

With toast and Marmite they are fed.

On the ground the Bruzzles love to ballet dance.

It’s all very well but their skinny legs are eight feet tall

And with three left feet it’s hard not to fall

For tea they eat curried jam with cheeses that sneezes and then goes BANG.

On guard the fearsome Weasums stand by,

With dreadful, stinky breath and one big eye.

If you’re threatened by an enemy, the Weasum turns them to a deademy

If in the woods you may chance

Take a Weasum and a sprogling lance.

For in the jangled jungled wood, the awful, nasty Sneakums lurk

Who shout rude words, steal your jam and then just smirk.

If that wasn’t bad enough;

Behind each tree hides a dreadful Huff

Are they brown or are they buff?

No, you see they just take snuff.

Better by far take my advice, it’s really nice

Walk in the fields and see the pink sugar mice.

Stay upwind of the bloated Bong;

It’s blotchy red with size fifteen feet that really, really pong.

In the pens the Spriggits flumpy, jumpy ten feet high,

They chew up paper, string and eat stone pie

And when they’re bored they play ‘I spy’.

The grass is pink the sky is green.

The warbling Warjums just must be seen.

Don’t forget the singing Sausage too, with its pickled jerkin all in blue.

Now.

If on holiday you have to go.

Then zoom your parents to the moon

It’s much more fun than Scragness-on-sea, with its soggy chips and cold weak tea.

Swarthmoor October 2014

THE MEETING
Hands are shaken at the door,
In silence Friends file in and sit down.
The clock ticks out its measured pulse,
The silence gathers.
Stand up 'The sun is shining and the Spirit too'
Sit down
Stand up 'I saw a bird its breast was blue'
Sit down
Stand up 'Look out of the window, there's a Jay'
Sit down
Stand up 'My mother's ninety and is here today'
Sit down
Stand up 'Praise the Lord, hip hip hooray'
Sit down
Stand up
Keep moving
Sit down
Stand up 'I saw a daffodil, it must be spring'
Sit down
Stand up 'But only yesterday it was
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