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TO MY DECORATOR AND HIS WIFE


NO CONTENTS1

 

 

 



1 There isn’t a contents page per se. I obviously flirted with the idea of having a contents page and even mocked a couple up but they were, to be fair to them, very poor. And, increasingly, I found that I was becoming disillusioned with the concept of contents pages as a whole. I had drafted a vague contents page and saved it as a document on my computer (I have a white computer that I bought in America when I flew there to pursue a girl who ultimately wronged me) but every time I opened it up I was physically repulsed by the splosh of page numbers and names of poems, and nine times out of ten I threw up. Ultimately my flat/local cafés were becoming so regularly sluiced with my unhappy vomit that I decided it was best just to CTRL A and delete the whole damn lot. Anyhow, contents pages are a waste of time. So fiddly and prosaic. A bunch of disconnected words that send you into a daze and barely tell you anything of any interest. If you really want to know, the good stuff’s about two thirds of the way through. Page 64’s worth a look. Other than that it’s pretty basic stuff. The book really doesn’t warrant a contents page. And anyhow, there are indexes spread over thirteen pages at the back of the book if you’re that keen on finding something in particular.



POEM #436 ‘SUNDAY MORNING’

‘I never shot her,’

Ned lied.

Mr Ward cradled his dog in his arms.

His knees bent under the weight.
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INTRODUCTION

Poetry is absolutely ideal. Byron, Pushkin, Rudyard Kipling: these guys are superb, in my opinion. Keats. These clear-headed maniacs. These profound beasts; spunking their imagery onto paper for our pleasure. Shakespeare, Emily Dickinson. I love having such books on my shelves and I waft my arms at them triumphantly as I plod about my flat in my gown. Occasionally I will remove one of these books – by Dylan Thomas perhaps, or possibly Auden – and I’ll just sit there, thumbing it. Occasionally I will allow it to fall open and I’ll gaze wistfully at the form. When witnessed at first hand, smeared on the page like that, poetry is sublime. There is something about the look of it that is almost painfully satisfying. There is so much space there. So much white. Each poem is like an island. We are invited to explore it if we wish, but we can, if we prefer, simply relax in the space around it. If I had it my way, all books would contain poetry. I hate the feeling of opening a book and being faced with a novel, say. Disgusting, confusing swathes of dense text, charting the inconsequential lives of made-up guys. You have no idea how disappointed I am when I infiltrate a book and I find that, instead of verse, it is stories, or recipes, or porn, or lists of businesses’ phone numbers, or things to colour in. I once opened a book and found it to be full of diagrams and instructions. I hated that. I threw it across the room with great force and my lover had to duck.

So imagine my delight when I was approached by a man in his thirties. Well spoken and smartly dressed, he sat me down, bought me a plateful of oil-drenched English breakfast food and proposed that he publish a collection of my poems. I honestly couldn’t believe it. I told him I thought he was teasing me and he assured me that, no, he was not. He had been exposed to my poetry and wanted it to find a wider audience. I still didn’t believe him and ultimately a waitress had to come over and placate me because I was waving a tomato in the guy’s face and shouting at him and loudly referring to the situation as ‘a fucking wind-up!’ I ordered another black coffee and allowed the man to speak. His suggestion was that we dip into my wealth of poems, drag some out and stuff them in a book. I nodded, mopped up some grease with some bread and did him the courtesy of listening to his proposal in full. You may not know, but in meetings such as these it is the responsibility of the man in his thirties to foot the bill so I ordered another black coffee as he set out his ideas for the collection. Once or twice I referred to it as an anthology and each time he would quietly correct me and say that it was a collection. I asked him what the difference was and he said that an anthology is what the great poets like Rupert Brooke and Rabbie Burns and Wordsworth would have. This is much more of a collection. I just thought, ‘who cares?’ A book’s a book. We left on good terms. I shook his hand, and ordered one more full English; he settled up and drifted off into the morning. And then I sat back down at my plastic table and started sifting through my poems.

The collection comprises some three hundred of my first twelve hundred poems. They have been handpicked and sploshed onto pages by a paid designer. They range in size, length and theme, and, by and large, don’t rhyme. This is because I have no mind for rhyming. Indeed, the fact that I have overcome that and become a poet at all is a triumph in itself. In this regard I liken myself to Beethoven or the drummer from Def Leppard – both of whom have become legends in their artistic fields in spite of effectively having one hand tied behind their backs. And so, now, have I. I am proud to have had my poems published. Damn proud that, finally, my poems have become islands on white oceans. Footprints in the snow. You can do with the spaces entirely as you will. You can feel free to scribble, doodle, scrawl obscenities in the margins. Kiss these white spaces; place your snail on them; allow her to crawl about the poems. For what it is worth, I will not be doing those things. I will be given a copy of my book by the man in his thirties. I will sign it and then I will lid my pen and place it back into its mug. I will treat the book with awed respect. I will keep the space around the poems pristine. I will dance through the book. Float through it. Eating biscuits. Enjoying the poems. Wondering what it’s all about.
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SOCIOPOETRY2



POEM #714 ‘THE JOHNNY’

Chris darned his condom in front of his electric fire.

Then he slung it in the tin,

Popped it closed

And set off for Clara’s.



POEM#444 ‘BATESY’S BANTER’

‘While you’re down there . . .’

Mike Bates said to Candy.

He’d vaguely thought people would laugh at this.

Unfortunately, the reason Candy was crouching near his groin was precisely to pick up a glass which Mike had broken.

And also she was his daughter-in-law.

So it didn’t get a laugh at all.



POEM#445 ‘AM DRAM’

Maria sat sobbing in her cell at the all-women’s prison.

Why had she stabbed the old man from her drama club in Leicester?

And why wouldn’t the prison governess let her put on Shakers by John Godber?



POEM#1155 ‘PR’

The Queen took a normal job so the public would hate her less.

She became a lollipop lady.

Some hoodlums soon found out about this.

They started goading her; calling her posh and firing ducklings at her through a homemade bazooka made out of catering-size cans of beans fastened together with gaffer tape.

It started to get to Her Majesty.

She would get home, throw her lollipop stick onto the couch and be a right cow to the D. of E.

He’d say things like, ‘If you don’t tell me what’s wrong I can’t help.’

She’d just fart and eat her crisps and carry on watching The Apprentice.



POEM#1004 ‘ARNOLD’

Arnold was constantly unhappy

Because he was a maggot (the type of worm).

He knew he couldn’t do anything about it.

That he should just get on with it.

But he couldn’t help himself.

And so he dwelled on it.3



POEM#770 ‘DERRECK WOODS’

Derreck dangled by the dunk-pot.

He caught me staring at his penis.

I quickly averted my stare and pretended I was interested in his hip.

And then I loped, awestruck, towards the Jacuzzi.4



POEM#1177 ‘LOVELY STUFF’

A website was developed.

Homeless guys and people who had mansions they weren’t using were hooked up.

Suddenly tramps were living in luxury.

They were exultant!

Some of them had staff!



POEM#112 ‘SIGHTS’5

I just found out

Someone’s trying to kill me!

It’s exciting, yes.

But also dangerous.

He’s a professional.



POEM#1070 UNTITLED

‘Can I have one more crumb please?’

Said the boy from the novel.

‘No,’

Said the mean character.

Then the author described the dreadful carpets and said how cold it was.



POEM#908 ‘THE CRUCIBLE’6

Neil Robertson (the snooker player)

Made eyes at Michaela Tabb (the handsome referee).

Ultimately he lost patience and groped her.

She resisted his advances, fending him off with a rest.

He sloped back to his chair and started chugging down Highland Spring like it was going out of fashion.

She tucked her blouse back into her skirt

And awarded Graham Dott the frame.



POEM#615 UNTITLED

‘What am I doing here?’

This was Margaret Lowe.

‘We’re imprisoning you.’

This was the captain.

‘Please move your hand so I can shut the cell door.’

This was the captain’s assistant.



POEM#942 ‘PUBLIC REACTION’

A pop star changed her hairstyle.

And everyone hated it.

Literally every single person in the country (UK)

Absolutely hated it.

It was long at the sides and on the top and short at the front and back.

But – to reiterate – everyone hated it.

In fact, when she came out and did her first song literally every single person in the O2 arena whistled and threw shit at this pop star.

She got them back on side by singing a couple of classics.

But then everyone remembered her hair and, ultimately, she was lynched and eaten.



POEM#994 ‘SUSPICION’

Michael put 50p in his piggy bank every day for three years.

He smashed it open.

There was two pound fifty in there.

He frowned and looked up at his cellmate.



POEM#400 ‘WRENCHED’ 7



POEM#520 ‘PLANS’

Shawn watched the two black belts8 demonstrating.

He frowned.

It would take him ages to get that bloody good.

Then he smiled.

But once he was . . .

Well – Benjamin, Glass Derreck and the other one wouldn’t know what had hit ’em.
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2 I have chosen to start my book with this, most relevant of themes. Sociopoetry. Sociopoetry has always fascinated me. In case you are ignorant I will briefly describe the concept of sociopoetry. It is – as you might expect – poetry, which concerns itself with socio. Things falling under the banner of socio would include guns and prisons, the state of hospitals, how much we should give to beggars, whether we should experiment on beggars/force them to become soldiers, her nibs the Queen, the plight of the ethnic and whether there should be a National Lottery – and, if there is, should it be easier to win. My father is a member of society so I have recently been bending his ear about what it is all about. I’ll drive to his boathouse and we’ll sit down, open a crate of Adnams and try and get to the bottom of things. He has some pretty extremist views, which only begin to make sense after about four Adnams. He believes that single people should be made to ring a heavy, town-crier-style bell when they walk into pubs and multi-millionaires should be forced to carry their first million with them in a large Karrimor rucksack at all times. In addition he doesn’t agree with hoodies and he is unsettled by sign language. He thinks that a lot of the ills in society can be traced back to the fact that everyone wears jeans these days. He refuses to even use the word – calling them ‘blue trousers’ – and can quote some amazing statistics about convicted murderers since the turn of the twentieth century and the colour of their trousers. In addition, he thinks that it would be good to have a president in charge of the whole world (he suggested Michel Platini), he thinks that rock should be easier to buy outside of seaside towns and he believes that he himself should be knighted. I enjoy having these discussions with my (bearded) old man. Once we’re good and stoked, and we’ve put the world to rights, he’ll sling his bottle against the wall, trudge over to the rowing machine, take off his blazer and slacks and get down to business. There’s no finer sight in sport than my old man, lashed off his skull, a blur of black swimming trunks and white vest, making that flywheel squeal. If I’ve got half of his appetite for giving a rowing machine a good seeing to when I hit his age I’ll be delighted. In truth, I’ll be delighted if I’m able to put away the amount of Adnams my old man does at that age, and discuss elements of socio the way he can. He is a very great man.

3 I expect this is also how people with glasses must feel.

4 This is based on bitter experience. There’s a man at my gym without even the vaguest grasp on what it is to be English. After he’s showered he just stands there for ages with his dick out. It’s as if he finds the idea of covering himself up deeply offensive. I’m only human – I don’t go out of my way to look at him but there’s only so much of this a man can take before he gets sucked in. Even once he chooses to get dressed, his approach is quite remarkable. Whilst most normal Englishman will start with his grunds and work outwards, this creature opens with the socks and then moves on to his shirt. He’s still swinging merrily as he puts his dog collar and crucifix on. There was an occasion last summer where he must have been going straight to a barbecue and actually had his deck shoes on and his rucksack over his shoulder before he put his pants and Bermuda shorts on. I hated this and was physically sick.

5 The film Leon is superb. It’s all about a trained killer who makes friends with a little girl and a plant. He is a Frenchman but you can’t help but warm to him in spite of this and the fact that he carves out a living by shooting people dead. One Christmas my brother bought the DVD for his wife but the DVD wasn’t in the case. She was furious, but ultimately calmed down and had three beautiful children by him.

6 I was chasing a girl and got us tickets to watch John Higgins vs Anthony Hamilton at the Crucible in 1997. Our tickets were for the evening session and Higgins had won the match in the afternoon with a session to spare so it was a bit of a letdown. In the end they wheeled out Willie Thorne and Dennis Taylor to do trick shots and tell anecdotes about their time in snooker so they wouldn’t have to give refunds to us punters. It was all right. Willie Thorne used George Best’s line about spending ninety per cent of his money on women and drink and wasting the rest. That went down pretty well. Lottie didn’t know what to make of it. Watching these old-timers egging each other on and me in her ear making excuses for them. On the way home she was loath to speak to me. She said that she felt betrayed; that she was too nice a girl to be treated like this. She was walking quickly, clutching her programme to her chest in the drizzle. I could barely keep up. I kept on yelling after her that I hadn’t planned on watching those guys. I kept on shouting ‘I’m not a sicko!’ She wouldn’t listen though. ‘The tickets were for John Higgins!’ I kept yelling. By this stage I was on my knees and it was raining hard.

7 In the end a decision was made not to print this one. It was decided that it was sexist and that, in the current climate, there’s no sense in seeking out controversy. If you’re good enough it will come to you. It was frustrating for me because, as I kept arguing with my editor, I don’t think the lass in the poem is particularly degraded. Or at least you can argue that some girls would, actually, be pretty happy to get involved with this sort of thing. My editor (his name is Nick Davies) suggested that the feminists might not see it like that, and so I told him that, frankly, I couldn’t give much of a shit about those guys. Truth be told, I’ve not got a great deal of time for feminism, and this in spite of the fact that, purely in terms of lineage, I am myself half female. In 2008 I was invited to do a recital at a conference about feminism in London and the whole experience left a sour taste. During a break between seminars I went for a dump in the ladies’. They didn’t like that much. They were throwing perfume bottles into my cubicle, calling me every name under the sun. I was just standing there with my trousers round my ankles, yelling that I thought they were crazy. I said I was breaking down barriers and reasoned that they should be applauding me – not attacking me. One of them threw a Kenwood mixer over the door. I continued to claim, as articulately as I could, that they were only feminist when it suited them.

8 I tried karate once. I was living in Russia and putting on weight because of their food and culture. A friend was joining a karate class so I went along out of interest. I couldn’t understand the instructions per se so I was drawing a lot on my recollections of kung fu films and those guys you’d sometimes get on Record Breakers who karate-chopped a pile of bricks to impress Roy Castle. I went to two classes but I found that the inside of my elbow hurt so I quit. On Saturdays we used to go on walks with a Russian family someone had found on the Tube. One time they invited us to their home for tea. They had nothing and yet gave everything. It was very humbling. After tea we watched Octopussy in Russian. I wasn’t full but I didn’t say anything because I was still feeling humbled. When we left we bought ice cream from an invalid. That stuff tasted too good.


WAR AND PEACE AND RELIGION AND SHOPPING9



POEM#681 ‘THE RULES OF WAR’

Lee snuck off to get a crêpe and some beer.

When he came back to the trench his major gave him a right ticking off, including killing him with his revolver.



POEM#684 ‘THE REALITIES OF WAR’

Oliver Hampton-Church,

Whose main trick was to pretend he was surrendering and then shoot Germans through his flag,

Eventually shot so many holes through it that it stopped covering up his gun enough, and a Japanese chap cut his head off.10



POEM#679 ‘THE AWKWARDNESS OF WAR’

Matt was literally all over the place.

A bomb had banged near him and three chunks had hit him.

The worst one was about as big as a hubcap (if the car was as big as a Labrador).

It went woomph into his chin and he went woozy straight away.

He couldn’t see shit.

‘Horace! Horace!’

He yelled at the soldier next to him.

But things went from bad to worse.

Embarrassingly, it wasn’t Horace but a different man from another regiment.

Matt cringed and pretended he was calling past this ginger guy to an imagined Horace a little further towards the sea –

And safety.



POEM#329 UNTITLED

A Christian11

Noticed he was good at sprinting.

He arranged a 100 metre fun run for his congregation.

Not only did he finish a disappointing fifth,

But his vicar beat him wearing a gown and cassocks and clutching an orb.



POEM#1101 ‘THE INCIDENT IN RYMAN’S’

Chris hadn’t seen Tania for about three years when they bumped into each other in Ryman’s and he forgot her name.

This was very embarrassing, to say the least.

But, typically, Chris talked his way out of trouble.

And soon he was fucking her against a fax machine that also photocopied.



POEM#584 ‘SHOPPING GARRETT’

Leslie Garrett12 frowned.

Her fist was bleeding.

‘I’m afraid we simply don’t recognise that as a method of payment,’ the sales assistant repeated.

‘But it’s worth more than that telly!’ Garrett yelled; and she punched the bit on the till again.

The bald sales assistant went deeply ashen.

‘You can’t pay by singing,’

He reiterated.

But Garrett had already slotted her backing CD into a nearby Denon.

She waded back to the till, ordered a weak boy to bag up her widescreen, spat out her gum and began to sing.



POEM#680 ‘THE FUTILITY OF WAR’

All the soldiers were on the beach throwing bombs at each other.

After two hours Alan hit a horrid German and that meant they’d both lost exactly 300 sons/people.

Richard giggled.

‘We’re back where we started.’

Then an accurate German fired a bullet through his neck, and that was him done, too.



POEM#838 ‘THE FURIOUS CITIZEN’

Philip dropped a bomb from his plane onto some foreign soldiers.

Everyone who knew someone who died was very upset.

One woman actually shook her fist at Philip’s plane.



POEM#324 ‘THE SIKH AND THE CHRISTIAN’

A Sikh and a Christian13

Traded religions

For the rest of the day

The Sikh died that afternoon – an enormous icicle fell through him.

The Christian – as a tribute – stayed Sikh for a further month.



POEM#1010 ‘CORPORAL MOORE’S MISSION’

Corporal Moore

Was asked to go undercover.

He would be shot, pierce enemy lines as a ghost

And – hopefully –

Report back to Sergeant Cornwall (a medium).



POEM#1183 ‘THE END’

The penises in charge of the world

Set off two whopping great nuclear bombs –

One going in each direction.

Everyone died, including the guys who had organised the bombs.

There was a pretty depressing silence.

Some Eskimos survived because they were wrapped in thick coats made out of seal blubber and penguin fur.

They continued to bore holes in the ice and pull fish from the ocean to eat.



POEM#335 ‘PRAYER’

Jack Manchester went to church 100 times.

He got brilliant at praying.

One day he prayed that Denise would sit on the same pew as him.

She did, and he allowed himself the luxury of touching her knee with his wrist.



POEM#922 ‘INVESTMENT’

Abigail spent twelve grand on a haircut.14

In fairness to Abigail, it suited her and she pulled a Premiership footballer.



POEM#1182 ‘THE LOGISTICS OF WAR’

China and America both wore blue to the war.

The Chinese were furious.

‘Didn’t you get our emails!!!?’

The Americans explained that Elaine, the girl who dealt with all that side of things, was off on maternity leave.

They agreed it was their bad and offered to go skins until their away kit could be flown over.

They stripped down to their boots and trousers and put their war jackets in the backs of their tanks.

Then they poured forward across the deserts, shouting their heads off and firing their guns and chucking grenades and rocks at the Chinese.

The Chinese returned fire,

Warm and smart in their blue fatigues.



POEM#1095 ‘GOD BEING GOD’

God made a cloud in the shape of a famous politician taking a shit.

Then he waited for people to notice it,

Trying hard to suppress his giggles.
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9 Love it or loathe it, we all have an opinion on war. Funny to think that, generations ago, people were tumbling over the dunes with their archaic guns and blowing up Nazis with a view to ending war altogether. Of course, as time has gone on we find that the odd war does no real harm and, in fact, is good for things like technology, tourism and the nation’s sense of self worth. One thing’s for sure, I couldn’t do it myself. I’d enjoy the travelling side of it, of course, but I’d hate the other, well documented, downsides. For me the opening half hour of Schindler’s List provokes the same reaction as an episode of The Office – I’m behind the sofa, cringing; I can barely watch. The idea of staggering around on a beach looking for my own arm fills me with dread, quite honestly. Also, I am one of these people who overthinks things, so, even though I’d know, deep down, that I was being daft, I’d be worrying that a lot of the soldiers I was peppering with bullets might be really great guys. Of course, there’s no way of checking this, as, by the time you’re close enough to chat to them, or to see if there is common ground in terms of tastes in music et cetera, the evil buggers have peeled off a dozen pellets into your eye. I have talked to my father about this. He openly admits he took the coward’s way out and was born right at the very end of WWII. He has no great lust for war and, in his darker moments, has stated that he thinks there should be no more wars at all. The money saved, he argues, could be plunged into more sophisticated paintballing centres to satiate the needs of the bloodthirsty. On several occasions I have stated to him that without wars a large part of my income, of any poet’s income, would be hugely compromised. At this point he starts spouting nonsense like ‘Why can’t you write about peace?’ and we have to agree to disagree. To write poems where no one is suddenly obliterated by a bomb would be overwhelmingly disrespectful to the likes of Wilfred Owen, Siegfried Sassoon and those other brave balladeers who risked all to report on death for our entertainment. And so it is that I have devoted a whole section to war (with a couple of poems about religion and some shopping ones thrown in so we don’t slit our wrists at the horror of it all!).

10 The war poetry I include is not, then, based on my own experience. It is based on the experience I imagine the poor buggers on the front line have to go through. I tend to go to Dunkirk or Calais or at the very least Dover if I’m going to write war poetry. Last summer I went there with some lads. We did the hypermarkets and then cruised the museums. I snuck off a couple of times and scribbled down a few ideas and then we’d meet up and grab some food in the evening. On our last night we split up and all went to different restaurants and then reconvened in a tavern by the front. One of the lads was still hungry and it later transpired that he hadn’t gone to a restaurant at all. He had walked out across the sands and dipped his head into the edge of the ocean.

11 People often forget that this section is partly devoted to Religion. Far be it from me to pontificate about Religion. So much has been said about the existence or otherwise of Christians, you hardly need me to wade in with a well-meaning effort to ‘settle it once and for all’. We’re all old enough and daft enough to make up our own minds by now, I think. Suffice to say that a man in whom I trust completely (Rick) reckons he’s been inside a Church, and I’ve seen videos he’s taken on a camera phone of a vicar, which seem genuine. But then if you look at the chaps abroad who are promoting their Korans and blowing their chests up – they swear blind that the whole thing is much more to do with mosques and synagogues. Very thorny thing, religion. For what it’s worth, I think there must be something in it, or how do you explain the endless bloodshed?

12 I had a big row with one of the builders about this lady. I mentioned that I’d watched a television show called Who Do You Think You Are?: With Lesley Garrett. He corrected me and said the show was called Who Does Leslie Garrett Think She Is? I told him he’d got that one wrong – I argued that this was just an angry thought he’d had in his head. He kept on shouting details from the show out to prove he’d seen it. He was brandishing a large tool that looked like it was designed to tighten things but also had a blade on it, and yelling things like ‘HER GREAT GRANDFATHER SOLD PIANOS’, so eventually I had to back down and he called me a pussy – and continued to call me that, in fact, whilst I made him a cup of tea.

13 It’s always heartening to see people from two religions playing nicely together. It tends to work best with things like babies and little boys and girls, as they haven’t been taught who to discount yet owing to their beliefs. I read an account once (possibly apocryphal) about a Buddhist gentleman who lent a Christian his lawnmower. When you hear stuff like that you can’t help but remain hopeful, exultant even. I remember when I read that article I dashed straight down to the shops and had a couple of cans of Guinness to celebrate. I then scanned the article and sent it out to the guys to see what they made of it. They loved it and I got them over to my gaff and cooked for them. Most of them were already lashed by the time they arrived. One of them brought an American girl.

14 I wasn’t sure whether this poem should go in this section. It’s in on a technicality. The technicality being that, on balance, I think you can classify getting a haircut as shopping. There’s a fine line and I’m sure I’ll be hung out to dry in the press for making this claim. I definitely see that you don’t buy a haircut in the same way that you buy carrots or a copy of Mayfair or a Bill Bryson book. But I still definitely see it as a purchase. I also see having coffee in Starbucks, enrolling on a kickboxing course or throwing money into a wishing well as shopping.



WOOING, SCREWING AND CHEWING15



POEM#948 ‘ONLINE BULLSHIT’

Two ugly bastards

Gave false faces to an Internet dating site.

But they got each other.

When they met they were both bloody furious.



POEM#1129 ‘THE SAD TALE OF CHRIS AND SIAN’

Chris and Sian started having an affair.16

But Sian couldn’t wink properly.

So everyone found out and they had to end it.



POEM#229 ‘CHARM’

My future wife eyeballed me across our pancakes.

She was still in her

Waitressing outfit.17

I made another joke about that.



POEM#1184 ‘DYING WISHES’

Maurice lost his wife to flu, and, some days later, found himself at a speed-dating18 night.

Over the next 10 weeks he attended 16 sessions and chatted to over 170 women.

In the gaps between the sessions he hooked up with the women he had met at the sessions and he slept with them.

He was bedding two and a half girls a day.

By night he was banging the organizers.

When she had died in his arms, Victoria had told him that he must move on,

He must see other women.

This was whence he drew his strength.



POEM#467 ‘THE COMPLIMENT’

I dated a girl.

She looked a lot like Lee Westwood.

I tried to explain who he was.

‘He’s a golfer,’ I kept on saying.

Karen self-consciously covered her face and blubbed through my description of Westwood’s record in majors.



POEM#149 ‘THE DATE’

Two lesbians19

Turned up for their date

Carrying the same type of flowers.

They got off with each other

And then went to their film.



POEM#531 ‘A SAD POEM’

Jeff (Jeff Quinn)

Loved Anna.

He did ‘daring acts’ for Anna.

He rode to Anna’s work with no trousers on.

He lit his hair outside Anna’s badminton.

He snuck her name into his auction patter.

*

Anna never noticed Jeff (Jeff Quinn).

She was too busy embarking on relations with a different auctioneer.

That is – she was screwing Mr Redmond (Jim Redmond) every single night in his flat.



POEM#982 ‘TOO MUCH CHEWING GUM IN ONE GO’

Elizabeth

Put seventy packets of chewing gum20 in her mouth at once.

It was too much gum.

Her jaws fell off and she died.



POEM#491 ‘CLIFFORD’S PEN’

Clifford bought a pen.21

It cost £16.99 but in actual fact it was just a Bic biro.

He got stick from all the other social workers.

They used phrases like ‘they saw you coming’ and ‘daylight robbery’ and ‘you’ve paid over the odds’.

But Clifford didn’t care.

He liked his new biro – even though he had to shake it and lick it to make it work.

And he started using his new pen to write his love letters to Genevieve



POEM#824 ‘TYPICAL ERNEST’

Mandy Gandhi –

The naughty Indian girl -

Performed seven wonderful sex acts on Ernest and I.

During one of the ones on Ernest, he cried out the phrase ‘I love you!’

Trust old Ernest to lose his composure.

She just looked at me and winked.

I panicked and blew her a kiss.



POEM#603 ‘MAUD’

John wanted to screw Maud.

‘But Maud wouldn’t be interested in that as an idea,’

John thought to himself.

He wrote her a poem:

 

‘Maud.

I’m hoping to strike a chord.

Could you afford me twenty minutes of your busy schedule?

To have sex with your landlord.’22

 

When the reply eventually came back, it was actually from Maud’s grandson on behalf of Maud.

She wanted to know if it would be ‘no strings’.



POEM#475 ‘A TOUCHING MOMENT’

Steve West

Touched a breast

And boasted to his mates.

Wendy Carr

Readjusted her bra

And sat herself down on some crates.



POEM#811 ‘A LOADED GUY’

I stole £400,000

And then flashed it about, to get an ideal girlfriend.

Eventually I lured this greedy 35-year-old model.

She was the absolute pits –

A demanding beauty, who stayed on the gravy train for a good six weeks.

I lavished her with gifts (tiara, gym membership, chemise, countless Covent Garden soups).

Then all the money went and she faded back into obscurity.

And now I’m alone once more.

And planning my next fraud.



POEM#1128 ‘THE BEGINNING’

Morne needed a pen.23

He gestured to the waitress.

She misread his mime and brought him the bill.

They giggled about the misunderstanding and later married.



POEM#705 ‘THE TRAGEDY OF HOPE’

Martin Blousy waited under the big clock thing in Waterloo Station.

He was clutching a large bouquet of flowers and dressed in his best togs – scarlet suit, cravat, sandals, beret, bangles et cetera.

The clock read 1.55 p.m.

He was a little early so played Snake and ate a Magnum.

He was excited about watching a Russian film at the NFT/BFI.

The clock read 2.05 p.m.

Martin blinked and played Snake.

Where was she?

He ate another Magnum.

The clock read 2.20 p.m.

Martin had a snoop around Paperchase and fiddled with his bangles.

The clock read 3.15 p.m.

Where was she? Where was Anne? Tut.

The clock read 5pm and a black swan sat on it ominously.

Martin caused a diversion and stole a chair from Costa Coffee.

He plonked it under the clock and licked his latest Magnum.

It was a quarter to eleven, and some drunk people kicked him owing to his cravat.

He explained to a guard he was waiting for the most beautiful girl he’d ever met – a cross between Gabrielle and the female snooker ref, Michaela Tabb.

On the second day he ate another half dozen Magnums and thought about texting Anne.

‘Have a little faith,’ he scolded himself.

By October he was starting to seriously doubt himself. He was now openly staring at the clock.

Brilliantova Ruka had almost certainly finished its run.

The winter proved too much for Martin. He died on February 6th.

He wrote a note on a card from Paperchase that was in the HH price category

Saying he should not be moved.

Saying he was waiting for someone.

Anne arrived the following August. She looked dead guilty as she and her husband laid four fresh lilies on Martin’s skeleton.

There was a note attached. ‘Everything’s been really hectic recently.’

She kissed a rib and left, bright red with embarrassment.



[image: image]



15 My father pulled my mum at a fancy dress party. He was dressed up as a schoolmaster and she was there as a pirate. One doesn’t like to rake over old ground but I imagine he probably spluttered some bon mot about piracy, got her giggling, engaged her in conversation, discussed his voluntary work as a scout leader and then possibly had her feel his beard. There would have been nothing smutty or improper. Because it was a different era! There then would have followed a respectful period of courting. My father would have bought or stolen flowers for my mother and she would have blushed and entered whichever restaurant or bingo hall my father had opened the door to and ushered her into. He would have been respectful, and ultimately he would marry and sleep with her. My mother. These days such exploits would be unheard of. These days people grab whoever’s nearest, get off with them, get their full name for Facebook purposes and hope that warmth and companionship will automatically follow. Young men and women just don’t have the patience to wait for a fancy dress party. Their heads have been contaminated by Page 3 and Skins and Richard Keys and pornographic websites, and they roam around in a daze, like zombies, banging into each other, falling on top of each other, humping each other, apologising to each other. It doesn’t do to overthink this sort of thing but I imagine part of the problem is the fact that the Church has had a difficult few decades, so they can’t make people act the right way like they used to be able to. So you’ve then got to ask why this has happened. How has the Church lost it? For my money, it’s in large part due to the fact that people have begun to find the sermons limited and unexciting, and so they’ve stopped putting their hands in their pockets during collections and so the Church haven’t had the brass to hire the sort of charismatic preachers that they would need in order to compete with more vibrant industries such as TV, sport and cinema. So we are left without any saintly guidance; we are content to chalk up sexual partners like they’re going out of fashion. Do we blame Tiger Woods for his dismal conduct? Hang him out to dry in our redtops? Damn him in our poetry anthologies? Or do we blame mean Christians for not putting more coins in the velvet bag. I know one man who’s screwed six girls called Claire Smith, and has his eye on a seventh. Thankfully, you do still get exceptions to this morally bankrupt norm. You can still find the odd square waddling up to his date with a bag of posies, pecking her on the cheek and steering her into a community organised dance, but largely things have become much more aggressive, immediate and grubby. Where possible, of course, I make a point of bucking this trend. I am always at pains to be as romantic as the situation allows. Recently, I cooked dinner for a young Spanish lady. She was very appreciative. I was ladling beans and spice-infused cress onto our plates like a man possessed – Norah Jones belting out of my Sony Hi-Fi as God intended. I had lit candles and joss sticks and hollowed out a pumpkin by way of effort and she was glowing in the face of my commitment to romance. It was quite a night! My only complaint was that she insisted on leaving in a taxi prior to pudding. Once she had left, I sat in front of the snooker and, reflecting on my evening, became deeply annoyed. It struck me that, having splashed out on flowers, dinner ingredients and a residential cooking course to get me to a sufficient standard to approximate Spanish cooking, I had in fact spent more than it would have cost me to hire exactly the type of professional sex worker I had been trying to avoid paying. And yet, owing to my old-fashioned, romantic obsessiveness, I didn’t even get to experience anything remotely intimate with Martina. Not a handshake, not nothing. In short, it was a fucking washout.

16 I could never have an affair. I am claustrophobic, so can’t stand the idea of being trapped naked inside a wardrobe, waiting until my lover has convinced her husband that those are her underpants and those are her cans of Guinness.

17 I don’t have a thing about girls in uniforms – which always surprises me.

18 I’ve tried speed dating a couple of times. I hate it. All the awkwardness becomes condensed and gets reset every ten minutes. Misery. The only advantage is that none of the girls know how quickly I’m drinking. I went to a speed dating event just outside Warwickshire once. I tipped a barman pretty heavily early in the piece and after that I was scooping up pints between dates with very little fuss. He had my card behind the bar so the process was easy as pie. I was using him a lot like a water-stop in a marathon. After a couple of hours I was all over the place, turning up late to dates, lunging at the participants and organisers. My shirt was untucked and my hair was sticking to my forehead. The only consolation was that in order to get a rounded view of how badly I behaved that evening, the girls would have had to have sat down and pieced it all together. And I know for a fact they didn’t do that, as I was the last to leave.

19 I worked with a lesbian for a bit (in the 1990s). She was Czech and was married to a stone mason. We used to take lunch together and, ultimately, we took a trip to the village of her birth – about an hour outside of Prague. Her family’s flat was rather Eastern European and you had to go through the bathroom if you wanted to go from the kitchen into the lounge. All this meant is that if you were having a bath someone might walk past you carrying food, so you had to cover your knob with your hands. I loved the bars in this lesbian’s village – they served cheap Staropramen and fried cheese, and in one of them a man played a guitar. I was fond of this girl and knew her for a year. In the end, she gave me a book by Bohumil Hrabal before moving, in a very dignified manner, to Salisbury.

20 My father has never chewed gum. He has also never had scampi and he has never ordered anything from the specials board in a restaurant (‘If they could cook it, it would be on the main menu full time’). One year he bought my mum a stylus for his record player for her birthday. Another year he bought her a car battery. When we were little, he’d take me and my brother to the newsagent’s to get a paper and some comics. My brother had a little chair behind the saddle and I’d be stuffed in the basket. These days, when he does any painting around the house he wears brown shorts from the 1970s and a Fred Perry t-shirt, which is also from the 1970s and is also brown, but a very different brown. When he wasa teenager, my father smoked a pipe.

21 When I write I use a Mitsubishi Uniball. They are very smooth and come in a variety of different colours – for example, black. Most days I’ll buy a new Mitsubishi Uniball and scribble it dry. If I’m writing something slightly more involved then I will switch up to the Lamy. Lamy is a European company who make all manner of pens. I have a Lamy fountain pen which is claret in colour and goes like a dream. One of the fringe benefits of the Lamy is that it comes in a sheath so the whole thing seems that much more significant. If I were ever to write a letter to Gary Lineker or President Barack Obama, I would use the Lamy. I’d buy a really nice postcard from a gallery, have a couple of glasses of Baileys, slide my Lamy out of its sheath, get my thoughts down and get it posted.

22 This is an example of a poem within a poem. I’m not 100 per cent sure anyone else has ever done/would ever dare to do this sort of thing. Of course, Shakespeare could barely help himself having a play within a play, but a poem within a poem? I doubt it. My mother sometimes serves a meal within a meal. She makes a risotto and pushes it into a ring around the edge of the plate and then throws some fish and chips into the middle of it. My dad loves that sort of thing but she usually only cooks it if she’s doing a dinner party. She did it for Wendy and John a while back. They were applauding and banging their cutlery on the table. They’d never seen anything like it. John was slapping my old man on the back and saying how jealous he was that my old man was married to a creature capable of such wonders. My dad explained that she wouldn’t do it just for him – that it was just for when folk came round. He looked very wistful.

23 If I were ever to write to Gary Lineker, I would probably ask him to give me some anecdotes about getting lashed with Terry Butcher at Italia 90. I’d also get him to dish the dirt on Peter Beardsley and ask him whether using an autocue took a bit of getting used to when he first got the MOTD gig. I’d probably tell him some of my own news, too.
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