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For Jo, who already knows these things,
 And for Jacob, who’ll learn them soon enough.
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STOP THERE, DEAR SHOPPER.

                                             In your hand,

Fresh plucked from shelf or twirling stand,

You hold a volume which intends

Society should make amends

For all the little nameless crimes

Which damnify these Modern Times.

Within these covers you will read

Of negligence and evil deed,

Of miscreants both big and small

And what sad fates befell them all:

A man who simply would not vote,

A woman killed by whaling boat,

A man who talked in business-speak,

A woman on a diet a week

And many other boobs besides.

A word of warning, though – these guides

To living well are missing one;

I have, when all is said and done,

Forborne for taste’s sake to relate

The single foulest tale: the fate

Which once befell, as well it ought,

The man who browsed but never bought.



RAY, WHO REFUSED TO VOTE

AND LOST EVERYTHING

There upon his sagging couch,

Lazy Raymond – sloven, slouch

And dullard – whiles away his time

And checks his fingernails for grime,

Or picks his nose and – lacking charm –

Wipes snot all down the sofa’s arm.

He’ll stir his stumps to eat or piss;

Beyond such things, his motto’s this:

‘As sure as my name’s Lazy Ray,

This couch is where I’m going to stay.’
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Now, polling morning came to dawn.

The beer cans out on Ray’s front lawn

Were glinting in the morning shine,

As up the path at half past nine

A canvasser – one Seymour Trout –

Approached, to Get The Voter Out.

Reluctant Ray came to his door;

Said he: ‘The whole thing’s such a bore.

Since none of you lot speak to me,

My party shall be Apathy.’
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Thus disappointed, Trout withdrew.

Ray shut the door and went to stew

Upon his couch. He squeezed a spot

And flicked the pus into a pot.

He never went that day to vote.

(The chances always were remote.)

Nor did he see this come to pass:

A man he thought an utter ass

Was voted in to Number Ten

Before Ray went to bed again.

For he, alas, was not alone;

Ten million apathetic clones

Chose also to ignore the Poll.

The voter shortfall took its toll.

Next day – too late – they realised

That now a man whom they despised

Had won, whilst they, slumped in their chairs,

Had idly groomed their nasal hairs.

Yet none of them would take the blame

Or feel the smallest twinge of shame.
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The weeks drew on, moons waxed and waned,

And with the mandate he’d obtained

The gentleman in Downing Street,

Who’d found his governmental feet,

Decided to enact a bill

The Opposition couldn’t kill:

Messy gardens, snotty couches,

Dullards, slovens, slatterns, slouches –

All of them would now be taxed.

More weeks drew on, moons waned and waxed.

The bill was law, fait accompli,

Ray and his clones had failed to see

They’d score this terrible own goal

The day they chose to snub the Poll.

Though Raymond and the rest were skint,

The Government had hearts of flint

And bailiffs came, in lieu of pay,

To cart poor Raymond’s couch away.

He sighed and said, ‘Still, there’s no law

To stop me sitting on the floor.’
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But Raymond’s floor was cold and hard

And Raymond’s arse was largely lard

And after sitting in this style

A time, the lad developed piles.

So now he stands all day instead

(The bailiffs also took his bed)

And spends his time – with still less charm –

In wiping snot down his own arm,

And with sore feet accepts this fact:

It’s all his fault – he failed to act.

And so, dear child, as Seymour Trout

Would doubtless say, were he about,

Whatever be your party’s hue –

Green, Purple, Yellow, Red or Blue –

At each election get your coat

And put it on and go and vote.
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THE RESIDENTS OF

TAUNTON STREET, WHO COVERED

THEIR HOUSES WITH CHRISTMAS DECORATIONS

Rowetta, Deirdre, Kevin, Eric, Jimbo, Debs and Pete

Lived happily as neighbours on the same suburban street.

Their civil co-existence and their usual good cheer

Were set aside with venom, though, for six weeks every year.

On the sixteenth of November, each, quite giddy with delight,

Would wrap their house in rope lights and illuminate the night

With six-foot Santas, snowmen, deer – the standard ‘Xmas’ crew –

And sundry other flashing tat they’d bought at B&Q.
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Unspoken competition will get quickly out of hand,

Which moral can be proven by the fate of this dull band,

For annual improvements to each household’s own array

(viz. brighter, bigger, gaudier and costlier displays)

Meant pretty soon that after dark their road became so bright

It looked like (from the air, at least) two long, straight strips of light.

Rowetta, Deirdre, Kevin, Eric, Jimbo, Debs and Pete

All died when Flight 4192 touched down on Taunton Street.

[image: image]


THE GLOUCESTERSHIRE

HORSE CLUB, WHO POSED NAKED
FOR A CHARITY CALENDAR

The curse of our times, if you asked me to name one,

I’d tell you – please don’t think me rude –

Is the modish desire of the folk of this nation

To pose for a snap in the nude.
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A charity wheeze of quite splendid intentions

Which now has got so out of hand

That every third granny has stripped in her kitchen

And hidden her wrinkles with cans.
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But if you’re convinced such a novelty calendar’s

Really the thing for your cause,

Pay heed to the fate of the Gloucestershire Horse Club

Whose story may well give you pause:

Miss January started things off with a flyer

Whilst sitting astride bales of hay,

For some of the stalks were a little bit loose and she’s

Picking them out to this day.
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The next month, Anne Wilkes posed as Lady Godiva

Buck naked atop her own horse,

Who, shocked at the sight, simply whinnied and bolted

And threw her off into the gorse.
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For March, by request, Keith the stable lad modelled,

All wreathed in the coils of a hose.

He tripped on a loop whilst assembling his features,

Fell forward and fractured his nose.
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April, as months go, of course is the cruellest,

Especially if you’re poor Meg;

She angered a swan on a shoot by the river

Who countered by breaking her leg.

[image: image]

Before she arrived for her own photo session,

Miss May had no more than a cough –

She left with a
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