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A Cheap Agnostic Funeral

Me and my shrinking crowd

Each under our own personal cloud

With chivalrous charm we are over-endowed

Public flatulence ain’t allowed

We are bone idle and proud

All the way to the waiting shroud

Me and my diminishing crew

Too fucked up to do the do

Still, we enjoy the view

Here in God’s priority queue

As one by one we’re turning blue

Me and my diminishing crew

The remnants of our cartel

Don’t look very well

But we have the kind of knowledge

You don’t get in a college

We’re the pub quiz team from hell

A cheap agnostic funeral

A free ride on the bus

Any other special offers

Don’t apply to us

Me and my final friends

Continually hopefully on the mend

When will it end

And will we ever meet again

I guess it just depends

On what the doctor recommends

Me and my dwindling band

We’re running out of sand

We don’t fit in with what’s being planned

Talk to the hand

Beyond this point we can’t expand

Me and my dwindling band

Me and my fading team

In a gated accommodation scheme

Where luxury living is the paramount theme

Cohiba smoke and oaken beams

Sentimental magazines

Miasmic in the extreme

With a fragrance to furnish any feverish dream

Kiwi polish and Brilliantine

Senior Service and shaving cream

Standards mate, know what I mean

Muzak backing up every scene

For me and my fading team

Jack, those cats were clean

My fading team

Wait a minute

Me and my cryogenic crew

Walt Disney, Michael Jackson and me too

The frozen chosen few

In a thousand years we’ll be good as new




The Idiocy of Rural Life

Copyright K. Marx

Throw me up a hypermarket

Bodge me up a town

We need a bigger service area

This one’s falling down

Get rid of that coach house

What’s that all about

The countryside is on the back foot

We’re gonna stamp it out

City planners and lifestyle experts

Mooching round the farm

Visualising a housing module

In every empty barn

Bought the corporation

With quality ales and stout

The countryside is on the back foot

We’re gonna stamp it out

The friendly pub just has to go

It’s clearly had its day

They’re crying out for a car park

And it’s standing in the way

Whoever had the ploughman’s lunch

Please stop messing about

The countryside is on the back foot

We’re gonna stamp it out




Gelt

I don’t use auto checkouts

I’d bring them to an end

I carry cash money

I’m a beggar’s only friend

With my crispy-crunchy promissory notes

And my jingle-jangle change

Every day I pay my way

Is that so very strange




Recently Confirmed Bachelor

A sequel to my earlier poem
 ‘The Rime of the Ancient Marrier’

I go for women who are not my type

Hence my marriages are overripe

With a tendency to clash over all kinda tripe

Unpleasantness of every stripe

Still, do I gripe?

It’s the bachelor’s life for me

Sardines for tea

I don’t hoover any more

And I don’t sit down to pee

A friend at the bookies put me on the square

‘Don’t look for love because it isn’t there’

Now I live in athleisurewear

Anticipating the next medical scare

I’ve gone to pieces and I don’t care

It’s the bachelor’s life for me

Sardines for tea

I’ll be all forlorn at the break of dawn

It’s the price of being free

Oh yes it’s the bachelor’s life for me

Nobody wants to know

How much money I owe

Or why I like Bacardi for breakfast

And why when I’m needed I never show

Call me unreliable

Who would not agree

The facts are undeniable

It’s the bachelor’s life for me

I thought a nice mid-century luxury flat

With a bullfight poster and a Burmese cat

The crystal decanter and the silk cravat

The lifestyle of a twat

Yes, I’ll have some of that – after all

It’s the bachelor’s life for me

Cognac in my tea

A feather bed in every shed

Actually no – a hammock instead

How can I make you see

Why all my dreams never came to be

The whole world’s crumbling under me

My table manners are out on strike

I can burp whenever I like

I’m gonna get a midlife motorbike

It’s the bachelor’s life for me

Curried beans for a change for tea

Who’s there to care if I pass gas?

I’m all alone, alone at last

I look at the room through the bottom of a glass

That’s what I call class

Yippee

It’s the bachelor’s life for me




Everybody Sucks But Us

The referential recent past

Happens only once

Preferential treatment that’s

What everybody wants

An air of personal charm

And just a little scuzz

We wish you no serious harm

However, everybody sucks but us

When every man switched to high heel Chelseas

Ours were higher than anybody else’s

Reason is because

Everybody sucks but us

We are a worthless shower

The playthings of an idle hour

God forbid we should achieve any power

Because we don’t care what anybody does

Everybody sucks but us

Work shirts and corduroys

Plus eighty-year-old boys

Music – made out of noise

Footwear fastened with Velcro fuzz

Still we don’t care what anybody does

Everybody sucks but us

We tend to disengage

With anything that’s ‘all the rage’

I always try to dress older than my age

But that don’t extend to beige

Or attractive shades of rust

Ask me why my misanthropic streak is in a muzz

Everybody everybody everybody everybody

Everybody sucks but us




Net Zero Anti-Hero

You crawled into the coal mine

Before there was a track

You got pneumoconiosis

And buttons down your bad back

All our plug-in luxury goods

Wouldn’t have been worth jack

Shit yeah, you were always in the black

You got the sack

Thank god you’re still alive

To pick up your P45

Don’t bother to arrive

You got the sack

Your corduroys and clogs

Your back o’ yard bogs

Your emaciated dogs

And your heroic demagogues

All gone with the smog

So you can slack

You got the sack

No smoke from the stack

No power in the pack

It’s down to the fact

You got the sack

Now you can be found

Walking around

With your feet above the ground

You got the sack

No future in that void

Where once you were employed

You should be overjoyed

You got the sack

Oh blood royal of the working class

We could reinstate your ass

Until that day comes to pass

Alas

You got the sack

All these friends of the Earth

Don’t appreciate your worth

They curse your very birth

You got the sack

Yes, the Cilla fucking Black

The plastic bloody mac

The old tin tack

You got the sack
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